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“FROM DAWN TO SETTING SUN” 
Marine Occupation in Defense of Shanghai, March, 1927. 
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NATIONAL CONVENTION 
MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 


ST. LOUIS, MO. 


November 6-7 and 8, 1930 


OFFICIAL HOTEL — — THE STATLER 
Entire 16th Floor at Our Disposal 


Band Concert by U.S. Marine Band 
November 8th at the Huge Arena 


STAG PARTIES — BARBECUES — REUNIONS 


Join the League Now and Be On Hand in November 
All Marines and Former Marines Are Invited to 
Attend All Business Sessions and Festivities 


INQUIRE AT NATIONAL HEADQUARTERS FOR PARTICULARS 
ADDRESS — NATIONAL COMMANDANT — WORCESTER, MASS. 


Sponsored by St. Louis Detachment, Marine Corps League 
Capt. Rodowe H. Abeken, Commandant 


“GET THE SPIRIT OF ST. LOUIS” 
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THE GARDE D’HAITI 


AHE GARDE D’HAITI—until November 1, 1928, the 
Gendarmerie d’Haiti—was organized in accordance 
with Article X of the Convention of September 16, 
1915, between the Governments of the United States 
and the Republic of Haiti. This article provided, 
=| in substance, that the Haitian Government, for the 
purpose of securing domestic peace, would create an urban and 
rural constabulary composed of native Haitians, and officered 
by Americans appointed by the President of Haiti upon nomi- 
nation of the President of the United States. These officers were 
to be replaced by Haitians as soon as they were found qualified 
to assume such duties. 

The Garde d’Haiti functions as a military and police force or 
constabulary. Its police functions are similar to those per- 
formed by the “Texas Rangers,” the “Northwest Mounted 
Police” and the “Philippine Constabulary.” In addition to the 
Garde’s police duties, it has charge of all organized fire depart- 
ments in Haiti; is entrusted with the care and safeguarding of 
all prisoners in the Republic; the registering and licensing of 
motor vehicles; and has charge of the maintenance and opera- 
tion of all navigational aids in Haitian waters. These duties 
are performed over an area of 10,200 square miles with a popu- 
lation of approximately 2,000,000. Garde officers act as ad- 
visers to the Communal civil officials and in the course of their 
duties visit the most remote sections of the Republic. In this 
manner the Garde’s influence extends to every town, hamlet 
and individual home in the country. 

At the head of the Garde is the Commandant who holds the 
rank of Major General with headquarters at Port au Prince. 
The present incumbent is Colonel R. P. Williams, U. S. Marine 
Corps. His staff consists of a chief of staff, and four assistant 
chiefs of staff, who perform the duties of the four staff sections, 
namely, personnel, intelligence, operations and training and 
supply. A Medical Director is also attached to the staff who 
has supervision over all medical and sanitary matters affecting 
the Garde. The Medical Director is an officer of the Medical 
Corps, U. S. Navy. The Coast Guard, commanded by a line 
officer of the U. S. Navy, operates under the direction of the 
Commandant of the Garde. Its chief function is the mainte- 
nance of the various lighthouses. There is a navy yard at 
Brizoton near Port au Prince where repairs can be made. 

The Republic of Haiti is divided into five departments. Each 
department is commanded by a Major, U. S. Marine Corps, who 
normally holds the rank of Colonel in the Garde. These depart- 
ments are divided into districts. There are twenty-one such 
districts in the Republic. These districts are normally com- 
manded by a Captain in the Garde. The districts are again 
sub-divided into sub-districts and outposts. 

In order to visualize the daily routine of a district let us 
assume, for the purpose of illustration, that the normal district 
composes an area of forty square miles. This district would 
be commanded by either a Marine (commissioned or noncom- 


missioned officer) or a Haitian Captain of the Garde, and 
manned by a force of five officers and one hundred men. It 
would include three sub-districts under command of Marine non- 
commissioned officers, holding the rank of Lieutenant in the 
Garde or Haitian Lieutenants. Each sub-district would be com- 
posed of seven outposts, each manned by three or four privates 
under a noncommissioned officer. Each district would also have 
a small sanitary detachment of the Garde attached to it. 

The Garde’s day begins rather early in the morning with the 
functions of messing and physical drills, color ceremonies, in- 
fantry drill, and schools for illiterates and noncommissioned 
officers. The open markets held throughout the districts, towns, 
and villages on specific days are supervised by the Gardes. 
Garde officers have been trained in the construction of modern 
barracks of the smaller type, while the men trained in masonry 
and carpentry carry on the actual construction work. In the 
erection of these barracks lime, stone, brick, roofing and other 
materials are often transported over difficult roads and moun- 
tainous trails. The district commander acts as adviser in all 
matters of communal administration, such as communal budgets, 
sanitation, streets, parks, and bridges. Routine inspections take 
the district commanders and their aides into every corner of 
their district. Administrative duties are similar to those per- 
formed by a company commander in the Marine Corps. Garde 
officers must have a working knowledge of both French and 
Creole; French to carry on their administrative duties, and 
Creole in order to converse with the people. 

(In 1929 the authorized enlisted strength of the Garde was 
2,622. The total strength of the organization, including the 
auxiliaries of the Coast Guard, Rural Police, and Palace Band 
has now reached a total enlisted strength of 3,263. 199 officers 
are authorized of whom at present 110 are Marine and Naval 
officers, Marine noncommissioned officers and petty officers of 
the U. S. Navy, all holding commissions as officers of the Garde. 

A Military School for the training of candidates for commis- 
sions in the Garde will be opened in Port au Prince on Sep- 
tember 15th. Four hundred Haitian civilians applied for entry 
to this school and the forty attaining the highest markings in 
an examination were accepted. They will attend the Military 
School, as will twelve sergeants, first sergeants and sergeants- 
major selected from the enlisted personnel of the Garde. The 
Military School is being conducted on the lines of the United 
States Military Academy, and its curriculum will include, in 
addition to military subjects, swimming and other sports. The 
men selected for the school are of the highest type and it is 
expected that those who graduate from the school will make 
excellent officers. 

Excellent results are being obtained in rifle practice through- 
out the Garde. 70% of the enlisted men of the Garde qualified 
on the Army Course “B” during 1929. 

It was impracticable to hold the annual National Rifle 
Matches in 1929 due to conditions obtaining at that time. How- 
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ever, it is planned to hold the 1930 National Rifle Matches 


in December at Port au Prince. 
as follows: 


Olympic Individual 
(600 meters) 
Pos- Score 
Year sible At- 
Score tained 


Won by 


1925 100 84 Asp. Off. A. Roland 
1926 100 7 Corporal V. Pierre 
1927 100 83 2nd Lieut. F. Lavaud 
1928 100 72 Ist Lieut. G. Laraque 


National Individual 
(200 yards) 
Pos- Score 


Year sible At- Won by Department 
Score tained 
1922 250 220 Corporal A. Roland South 
1923 250 234 # Asp. Off. A. Roland South 
1924 250 232 #£Corporal |’Herrison Center 
1925 250 236 2nd Lieut. F. Lavaud Port au Prince 
1926 250 233 #&£«24Sergeant P. Nelson South 
1927 250 233 2nd Lieut. F. Lavaud North 
1928 250 230 Corporal Felix Ideus Port au Prince 


The results of the National 
Matches with the scores and winners since their inception are 


Pos- Score 
Year sible At- 
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Dewar Team Match 
(200 yards) 
Won by 


Score tained 


1924 1250 1223 
1250 1197 
1250 1159 
1927 1250 1159 
Department 1928 1250 1157 


1925 
1926 


Port au Prince 
West 

North 1922 2000 1738 
Portau Prince 1923 2000 1763 
1924 2000 1793 
1925 2000 1761 
1926 2000 1801 
1927 2000 1788 
1928 2000 1798 


Competition in the National Rifle Matches is open to Haitian 


Military Department of the South Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 
Military Department of the Center Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 


National Team Match 
(200 yards) 

Military Department of the South Team 
Military Department of the South Team 
Military Department of the South Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 
Military Department of the South Team 
Military Dept. of Port au Prince Team 


Officers and gardes only, American officers not competing. 
For the past several months Gardes have been instructed in 
the expert bayonet qualification course prescribed by Army 


Training Regulations. 
expected that the percentage of qualifications will come to that 
required of rifle companies by Training Regulations. 


Results have been gratifying, and it is 


Gardes 


have taken great interest in the bayonet qualification course, 


and have shown marked aptitude for it. 


Marine-Legion Game Holds Spotlight 


100,000 Expected to Witness Armistice Day Battle in Philadelphia 


UANTICO, VA.—A game which is expected to 

outshine any grid battle in the east in point of 
color and interest will be staged at the Municipal 
Stadium, Philadelphia, on Armistice Day when the 
Quantico Post Team takes the field against the 
crack Philadelphia American Legion eleven. A 
crowd of 100,000 is expected to witness the game 
and the mammoth military spectacle which is to 
precede it. More than 2,000 Marines, every Leather- 
neck post in the Middle Atlantic sector will have 
part in the occasion. 

Major General Smedley D. Butler will head five 
battalions of Marines in the Armistice Day parade 
prior to the football contest at the stadium. Two 
thousand Devil Dogs from the Quantico encamp- 
ment, rated as the best in the Marine Corps, will 
head the column with their fiery leader, General 
Butler, in command. The Quantico Post Band, num- 
bering nearly 150 pieces, will furnish the music. 

MANY POSTS REPRESENTED 

In addition to the Quantico contingent, Marines 
from Washington, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Lake- 
hurst, Dover, New York Navy Yard, Iona Island, 
St. Julien’s Creek and Indian Head will take part. 

This will mark the first northern invasion of the 
Quantico Post and General Butler is anxious to 
“put it over with a bang.” No stones are being 
left upturned and advance indications are that it 
will be one of the most spectacular events of the 
year. It will certainly be the outstanding sports 
event of the season so far as Philadelphia is con- 
cerned. 


Head Coach, Capt. El- 
mer E. Hall, who played 
with the University of 
Oregon in 1910, 1911, 
1912 and 1913. and was 
coached by Bill War- 
ner, a brother of the 
famous Glen. 1917, 
played with Mare Is- 
land Marines; 1919, 
coached Mare Island 
Marines; 1921, played 
with Quantico Marines; 
1923. assistant coach 
Quantico Marines; 1924- 
25-26, coached at San 
Diego; 1927, assistant 
coach Quantico Ma- 
rines; 1929, assistant 
coach Post Team. 


GYRENES MAY RIDE FREE 


Unofficial reports say that all Washington, Quan- 
tico and New York Marines will be furnished free 
transportation to the Pennsylvania city. Free 
tickets to the game will also be given them, it is 
said. The Quantico personnel will probably be 
granted five or six days unconditional leave to en- 
able them to attend the game. 

While the Philadelphia parade and game will be 
principally a Devil Dog Day, General Butler has 
urged as many sailors as possible to be in attend- 
ance. 

A squad of 60 experienced gridders, nearly 20 of 
whom performed with last year’s undefeated eleven, 
are battling for regular berths on the Quantico 
team. Many of the contestants formerly starred 
with leading collegiate squads. Head Coach Hall 
is being assisted in drilling the Devil Dog squad 
by Levensky, formerly of the Naval Academy; Noon, 
one time Notre Dame star; Daley, who played with 
Nebraska several years ago, and Coffman, formerly 
of the Naval Academy. 


DORE ON QUANTICO FOOTBALL SQUAD 


(1) Schmidt, Anthony J., Fullback, 69 in., 174 lbs. 
(2) Butler, Clinton R., R. Halfback, 68 in., 154 lbs. 
(3) Duda, Stanley, R. Guard, 70% in., 175 Ibs. 
(4) Coffman, C. C., R. Halfback, 69 in., 165 Ibs. 
(5) Hill, James E., Center, 73 in., 180 Ibs. 

(6) Ross, E. F., Halfback, 70 in., 165 Ibs. 

(7) Byrne, Mathew H., Fullback, 71 in., 204 Ibs. 
(8) Johnson, H. G., R. Tackle, 73 in., 209 lbs. 


Nove? 
(9) B 
(10) Z 
(11) 
(13) C 
(14) P 
(15) A 
(16) B 
(17) Si 
(18) 
(19) 
(20) H 
(21) N 
(22) D 
(23) D 
(24) D: 
(25) Cl 
(26) Fe 
(27) Re 
(29) 
(30) St 
(31) De 
(32) Bi 
(33) He 
(34) Re 
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(9) Booth, Randall I., Halfback, 69 in., 150 lbs. 
(10) Zeher, A. P., Fullback, 69 in., 168 Ibs. 

(11) Coddington, R. E., Halfback, 68 in., 155 lbs. 
(13) Carter, Glenn J., L. End, 70 in., 158 Ibs. 
(14) Posik, J., R. End, 70 in., 163 Ibs. 

(15) Adams, William E., R. End, 71 in., 170 lbs. 
(16) Beck, G. E., Center, 70 in., 165 Ibs. 

(17) Sumrill, Howard, L. End, 71 in., 194 lbs. 
(18) Spellman, A. J., L. Tackle, 71 in., 180 lbs. 
(19) Lynch, W., L. End, 67 in., 158 Ibs. 

(20) Hollibaugh, E., L. Guard, 72 in., 185 Ibs. 
(21) Noon, T. J., L. Tackle, 72 in., 180 lbs. 

(22) Diaz, A. I., Q. Back, 71 in., 157 Ibs. 

(23) Dever, Donald P., L. Guard, 67 in., 173 lbs. 
(24) Dailey, F. G., Halfback, 72 in., 165 Ibs. 

(25) Chuey, Michael, L. Tackle, 71% in., 175 lbs. 
(26) Ferrell, John H., L. End, 68 in., 157 Ibs. 
(27) Resio, R., Halfback, 68 in., 142 lbs. 

(29) Young, N. F., Q. Back, 65 in., 155 lbs. 

(30) Shess, R. C., Fullback, 70 in., 165 Ibs. 


(31) DeFoor, H. E., L. Guard, 68 in. (weight not given). 


(32) Brandt, Karl F., R. Tackle, 71 in., 196 Ibs. 

(33) Hostad, Orin W., Center, 69 in., 212 lbs. 

(34) Recla, T. O., End, 67 in., 170 lbs. 

(35) Trostle, K. J., R. Tackle, 67% in., 215 lbs. 

(36) Levensky, Sol E., R.. Guard, 72 in., 190 Ibs. 

(37) Shew, Willis G., L. Tackle, 69 in., 213 lbs. 

(38) Dupler, Harley H., R. Guard, 69 in., 177% Ibs. 
(39) Selden, Samuel M., Halfback, 70 in., 160 Ibs. 
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Left to right: Lieutenant C. C. Coffman, Lieutenant T. Noon, 
Lieutenant S. Levensky, Lieutenant F. G. Dailey, players and 


coaches. 


PROBABLE LINE-UP FOR THE GAME IN PHILADELPHIA 


LE LT LG 
13—Carter 37—Shew 23—Dever 
19—Lynch 18—Spellman 20—Hollibaugh 
26—F errell 21—Noon 31—DeFoor 
17—Sumrill 25—Cheuy 

LH 
27—Resio 
9—Booth 
24—Dailey 
11—Coddington 


Cc 
16—Beck 
33—Hostad 

5—Hill 


QB 
22—Diaz 
29— Young 


FB 
10—Zeher 
30—Shess 

1—Schmidt 


RG RT 
3—Duda 8—Johnson 
38—Dupler 32—Brandt 
36—Levensky 35—Trostle 

RH 
2—Butler 
4—Coffman 
6—Ross 

39—Selden 


RE 
15—Adams 
7—Byrne 
14—Posik 
34—Recla 


— 
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Quantico’s 1930 Football Aggregation who are playing on the Post Team. SayeRe 
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JEANWHILE, the three machine gunners sat down 


upon a plank with their backs against the wall of 
the dugout. None of them seemed to have the am- 
bition or the interest to climb onto the roof in an 
attempt to hear what was going on below. The 
rain sifted down, fanning their faces like soft silk; 
off to their left, against the hillside, shells blonged regularly, 
like a tolling bell. O’Nail, his head falling sideways, went 
instantly to sleep. 

“Oh, man!” muttered Gordon, “think of the Frogs that stuck 
this kind of thing out for four years!” ; 

“Cheer up.” said Droghan, “we've only got another night 

“Yeh, and after that another day, and then another night, un- 
less one of us gets between a hunk of iron and the place it’s 
headed for!” 

“Sure, we earn our dollar a day just the same. What’s the 
difference if we would be here or wid the outfit? It’s only that 
I’m missin’ my little mule. He was a fine thing to be swearin’ 
at when I liked to speak my mind. Many’s the time I told him 
what I would be afther tellin’ the lieutenant, an’ I could say it 
to the mule an’ no questions asked!” 

Appeared, with heavy step, a bearded doughboy with a slung 
rifle so plastered with mud that it was with difficulty that any 
part of his uniform could be seen. 

“Hey, you guys!” he began, “they wantchuh downstairs!” 

‘Us?” demanded Gordon. 

“Yeh, you! They’re waitin’ for yuh now!” 

“C’mon, O’Nail,” said Gordon, shaking the other into wake- 
fulness, “they want us for something. Let’s pray it’s to get the 
coordinates of the nearest chow gun! C’mon, boy, wake up! 
They sent for us!” 

O’Nail, half awake, suggested the proper disposition for those 
who had sent for him. 

“No, no, you can’t do that!” replied Gordon. 
Maybe they'll let us sleep tonight!” 

He and Droghan between them got O’Nail to his feet; then 
the three, hobbling through the mud, came to the stairs into the 
dugout and went clumsily down. At the bottom a narrow pas- 
sage turned sharply to the right. This led to a small room, 
evidently a telephone central, for a black mass of wires, like 
vines, twined along the roof and disappeared in the darkness. 

Beyond, a flickering light gleamed through a low door, narrow, 
so that it could be blocked off in case of gas attack. Vapour 
curled out of this door—not gas, but cigarette smoke. 

The three entered, peering over each other’s shoulders. There 
was no one there. Yes, there was! An officer, bareheaded, sat 
at a table placidly smoking a cigarette. His trench coat, open 
and thrown back, outlined his body with white like a knight’s 
robe. The candlelight winked on the brass work of his belt 
and whistle chain. He looked up at the sound of hobnails on the 
cement floor, but beyond a single glance he paid no further 
attention to the newcomers. 

They in their turn looked at him with intense interest. Here 
was the man in the white slicker, not the real one, but the one 
that had gone about like Satan, seeking whom he might devour, 
giving orders to officers to take their men into certain death, 
ordering ammunition carts after rations, and ration dumps to 
change their location, cutting wires, confusing runners, and 
destroying what little conception isolated commanders had of 
what was going on and of where they were in this fog- and 
smoke-shrouded wilderness. 

He sat now, very calmly, and looked moodily at the floor, at 
times blowing cigarette smoke through his nose. Gordon felt 


“Come on up! 
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By Leonard Nason 


a shiver go up his spine. That German officer was a young 
man, and his time in this Vale of Tears was rapidly drawing 
to a close. Would he, Gordon, with another night and another 
day and endless more nights and days of horror and misery and 
suffering ahead of him change places with that German whose 
sufferings and worries were at an end for all time, or would be 
very shortly? Not he. 

Beside him Gordon could feel O’Nail trembling, and a mutter. 
ing that must be Cat-Pie Droghan praying. They were so tired 
that they were almost out of their minds, and this darkness, 
and the spy, and the flickering candlelight had a terrific effect on 
them. They shifted their weight from one tired leg to the other, 
O’Nail coughed, but the German officer paid them no attention. 
He perhaps thought they were there to guard him. 

“Say, but who the hell sent for us?” demanded O’Nail sud- 
denly. 

“Yeh, that’s right, who did?” agreed Gordon. 
the wrong room. Let’s get out of here.” 

The other two turned about very willingly, and crowded each 
other in the narrow passage. Only two steps they took, when 
they collided with some solid body. 

“Hey! Where yuh shovin’ to?” queried a voice. 

“We're going out of here.” 

“Nah, yuh ain’t. Orders is to leave no one out o’ this dug- 
out!” 

The three went hurriedly back to the candlelit room, their 
hearts in their throats. 

The German officer still sat as before, placidly smoking. Was 
he under sentence of death? Were they—why had they been 
thrust into this room with this spy? Neither spoke to the 
other. It was the worst moment of any since they had awakened 
—oh, so long ago—and found they were late with the barrage 
and that the attack was already on. 

More feet thumped in the darkness from the far side of the 
room. The shadows there seemed to quiver, then two forms ad- 
vanced into the circle of light from the candle. It was the 
colonel and the captain. 

“You the three?” began the colonel. “Yes. Good enough. 
Well, it’s all right. We just wanted to see how you'd behave 
~ you were suddenly confronted with Captain Wienerworst 

ere. 

“Bessingen!” interrupted the German officer. 

“Well, whatever it is! Don’t worry about your name, It'll 
be Mud before very long!” 

“T should think,” said the German officer coldly, “that a man’s 
last hours might be respected. I don’t know whether I’m to 
be exhibited as some kind of attraction or not for the rest of the 
night, but it would seem to me that the common courtesies as 
practised between gentlemen would secure me a little privacy. 
I know very well that there are holes in the wall in back of me 
and that there’s another room there. The holes were to pass 
orders through to orderlies. I’ve heard more grunting and shov- 
ing there the last few minutes than would come from a herd of 
swine. Bring your men in if you want to exhibit me!” 

“There were no men,” replied the colonel in some embarrass- 
ment. “There were only me and the captain. We wanted to 
see what you and these machine gunners would do if you sud- 
denly saw each other alone?” 

“Well, you saw, didn’t you?” asked the German. “Dirty ma- 
chine gunners are no curiosity to me. I’ve seen plenty of them. 
And now I'd be very much obliged if you’d clear out of here 
and leave me alone!” 

“Say!” cried the colonel, “just who’s the aggrieved party here, 
you or me? Listen to him pop off! Well, now, don’t get your- 
self in a sweat. You think you can come over here and raise Up 
all the hell you have and then baw! us out for arresting you? 
I suppose real gentlemen would let you go on doing it! Well 
we ain’t gentlemen, I could have told you that long ago. Nov, 
pipe down. You're only a side issue in this thing, anyway. 


“We got in 


He turned to the three machine gunners. 
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“Now, boys, let’s get together on this. Bring up some chairs. 
Here, Captain, light a couple of those carbide lamps. Captain— 
er—whatever your name is, how did they keep this place warm 
when you were in it? It’s like a tomb.” 

He coughed, for that had been an unfortunate word to use. 

The German made no reply. 

“Well, never mind,” went on the colonel. “Now, boys, listen 
to me. Come clean. You're three good American boys, I can 
tell by your accents, especially the big lad there. Now what do 
you know about this affair? I want to find Lieutenant Tappan 
if he’s alive or his body if he’s dead. That’s my duty. Also, 
if I make out on this I'll get a job that'll be my idea of soft, 
and that’s chief of the new State Police. My war record and 
all, and finding the Big Boss’s son when all around had filed. 
Well, now, you three know more about this than you let on. 
Come on, spit it out! There’s only two of us here, me and the 
captain. The prisoner you don't need to mind. You know when 
a man tells something helpful back home they give him immu- 
nity—that is, they don’t do anything to him for anything he 
may have done that he lets out in his story. Now, let’s hear 
WThe three looked aghast at the colonel, their eyes gleaming 
from their dirty faces in the glaring light from the carbide 
lamps, but they said nothing. 

“You!” barked the colonel, suddenly pointing his finger at 
Droghan. “What are you thinking about? Answer me!” 

“Sure, Colonel, I was thinkin’ I'd like the feel of a chair under 
my bottom, the way I been on my two legs now for sivinty-two 
hours.” 

The German officer laughed. ie 

“Well, sit down,” said the colonel. “There seem to be plenty 
of places here. Grab one of those chairs. Sit on the table. I 
don’t care. Now, listen, Irish. You’ve got an honest face. In 
these seventy-two hours that you’ve been running around these 
woods, what have you seen that didn’t look quite regulation?” 

“You don’t mind if I ask to be allowed to sleep, do you?” 
grinned the German, “because if he starts to tell all he saw 
according to your request it will take him until daybreak.” 

“You stay where you are,” replied the colonel. “Nobody 
asked your advice. If I had what you’ve got to answer for I 
wouldn’t dare go to sleep! Open up, Irish, what did you see?” 

“Colonel,” began Cat-Pie slowly, “I seen nothin’ but dark and 
smoke and men running every whichways like bugs under a 
stone.” 

“Well, you must have seen more than that!” 

“No, sir! I had me little mule to be lookin’ afther, d’yuh 
see, an’ him lyin’ down on me the while, an’ the cart gettin’ into 
the ditch, an’ if Black Jack himself was to have gone past, an’ 
him sittin’ face to face wid St. Patrick on the divil’s cow, sure 
I wouldn’t have given them both the corner of my eye!” 

The colonel was the only one who did not laugh. He seemed 
to grind his teeth, and started to his feet as if to correct the 
sentry in the passage, who was guffawing in a way that shook 
the fungus from the roof. 

“Well, let’s hear you!” barked the colonel, addressing O’Nail. 
The latter remained silent, nervously running the clip pocket 
backward and forward on his pistol belt. 

“Speak up, O’Nail,” encouraged Droghan, “for the honour of 
the peat bog behind your ears!” 

“Curse the day my great-great-grandfather ever left Ireland!” 
moaned O’Nail, “and gave a bog-trotting kern like that the 
excuse to claim he was my fellow countryman!” 

“It’s an honour to you,” replied Droghan. “There’s many a 
man I wouldn’t claim it with. This lad here in the white slicker 
for a beginner.” 

The German bowed and smiled as though in acknowledgment 
of a compliment. 

The American captain, who up to now had not said a word 
but had sat listening and smoking and rubbing his bearded chin, 
suddenly pointed his finger at Gordon. 

“Aren’t you ranking man?” he inquired. “Aren’t you the 
corporal?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, tell me honestly, now, why did you run away on me 
that night in the ditch?” 

“Well, Captain,” said Gordon, drawing in his breath as one 
who dives into icy water, “I heard you saying that someone had 
socked someone else, and I had that very morning socked Gen- 
eral Lehman’s aide!” 

“What’s this?” cried the colonel, leaping to his feet. 

_ “No!” gasped the captain, and even the German stopped look- 
ing at the floor and raised his head to listen. 

“He came up back of my gun,” went on Gordon, “and ordered 
me to shoot up some of our own doughboys. Then when we tried 
to reason with him he out with his gat and offered to blow our 
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roofs off. Well, there’s only one way to argue with a guy like 
that. I crowned him with a box of ammunition.” 

“Yeh?” said the colonel, wetting his lips in his excitement, 
“and then?” 

“Well, then he fell down like a log. That box weighed fifteen 
and one-half pounds, and I wasn’t gentle with it!” 

“Why didn’t you tell me you saw this, Irish?” barked the 
colonel, turning upon Droghan. 

“Colonel, darlint,” said Droghan patiently, “when it happened 
I was five miles on the far side of two hills an’ down a hole 
with a shelter half over me head. There was all the ’planes the 
Kaiser’s got flyin’ about like crows afther an owl, the while 
machine-gun bullets come down like rain. Sure, if all the second 
lootenants that’d reach from here to twice around the moon was 
crownin’ each other like the lads of a market day I wouldn’t 
have pulled me head out from under the shelter half for the 
best of them!” 

“Have you got a handkerchief?” asked the German finally, 
when he could speak. “I guess I must be hysterical. I never 
laughed till the tears ran down my cheeks before.” 

“Handkerchief ?” demanded the captain. “You're not crippled, 
are you? Do we look as if we had handkerchiefs? Haven't 
you got one in that patent-leather uniform of yours?” 

‘I had one,” smiled the other, “but I gave it to an officer of 
yours. I know you Americans don’t carry them. He was an 
efficient man. He was running a whole regiment of infantry 
like clockwork. He had to be eliminated. So I jumped down 
in his dugout and told him it was the brigade commander’s 
pleasure that he take the next truck to Blois. ‘Wouldn’t you 
know it?’ he said. Then he sat down and wept. So I gave him 
the handkerchief I’d found in the sleeve of this outfit.” 

“In the sleeve!” groaned the colonel. 

“And did this officer go?” asked the captain. 

“Sure he went. Wasn’t I the brigade commander’s mouth- 
piece? And that broke the morale of that regiment.” 

“Don’t worry,” said the colonel grimly, “the last laugh is 
always the best!” 

“Rightly said,” agreed the German, and laughed so that they 
could see every tooth in his head. 

“Returning to the subject in hand,” went on the colonel, “you 
say that Lieutenant Tappen, the aide, wanted you to shoot up 
our troops. How did you know they were ours?” 

“Well, sir,” said Gordon, “they were just about where our 
troops should have been, and then the left-hand aiming stake 
was about a yard this side of where he wanted me to shoot. 
They have a couple of stakes there, and a man mustn’t traverse 
beyond the limits of those stakes. Then, anyway, we aren’t 
allowed to fire on anything when we're in battery except the 
designated target. I would have explained all that, but he 
thought he was Wild Bill or Jesse James or something and out 
with his .45. It made me nervous. It made us all nervous. 
So then we hit him with the box.” 

“Was it this man?” asked the colonel, indicating the German. 

“No, sir.” 

“You sure?” 

“Well, I didn’t see this other man’s face. Golly, I didn’t see 
anything but the muzzle of that gun. It looked about the size 
of the subway. But it wasn’t him. The other guy was thicker 
and taller. Then, too, like O’Nail said, the slicker doesn’t fit this 
guy, and it did fit the other. He looked as if he’d been poured 
into it.” 

“So after you hit him with the box, what did he do?” 

“Nothing. He stretched out.” 

“And what did you do?” 

“I don’t remember. Somebody pulled the floor out of a couple 
of hardware stores up there in the skies somewhere, and they 
came showerin’ down. Then when it was safe for us to put up 
our heads an’ see who'd been killed, this lad in the white 
slicker was gone.” 

“Gone!” 

“Yes, sir, gone!” 

“Now never mind the rest of this,” said the colonel hurriedly, 
leaning over the table. “The right or wrong and who wins the 
ball and chain we can figure out later. We know what happened. 
The lieutenant, dazed by the blow, wanders into the German 
lines and is captured. Now, then, Captain—hmmm re 

“Bessingen.” 

“Captain Bessingen, this officer would be captured yester- 
day morning. Now, let’s see, it was this morning that I came 
up. It would be yesterday morning—yes, yesterday morning 
he was captured. What time did you see him last and where?” 

“Right in this room.” 

“Oh, man!” groaned the colonel. “They wouldn’t keep him 
here long, would they?” 

(Continued on page 51) 
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“FROM DAWN TO SETTING SUN” 


IN the evening of March 20, 1927, 
a feeling of suspense gripped 
the city of Shanghai. For days 
the tension had hovered like a black shroud over 
the foreign settlement and the residents, civilian 
# and military, talked in bated breath. The Can- 
tonese army was advancing toward the city. Slowly, like a 
long, sinuous dragon it moved forward, destroying everything 
that lay in its path. There were men in the settlement who had 
lived through the seige of Peking during the red days of the 
Boxer trouble. They knew what would happen if the invading 
army got out of hand. 

They knew what to 


By Frank Hunt Rentfrow 


Back in 1924 warfare between the pro. 
vincial governors led to the capture of Pek. 
ing and the subversion of the tottering 
central government. Chi Hsieh-yuan, governor of Kiangsu Pro. 
vince, marched against Lu Yung-hsin, governor of the com- 
paratively prosperous province of Chekiang, who had maintained 
independence from the Peking rulers since the overthrow of the 
Anfu rule in 1922. Lu threw his defenses toward Shanghai, 
while Wu Pei-fu, governor of Chihli, moved south with rein. 
forcements against him. Peking was left only lightly defended 
and Chang Tso-lin, war-like governor of Manchuria, pounced 
upon the defenseless city, 
He met and defeated the 


expect if the long-dead "ff 
cry of “Death to the : An 
foreigners!” should again . 
awaken the mobs to fren- 
zied violence. The gut- 
ters would run red, wild 
flames would crackle out 
to color the sky like blood, 
and the labor and achieve- 
ments of decades would 
wither in the heat. 

The borders of the inter- 
national settlement bris- 
tled with barbed wire en- 
tanglements, sand bags, 
bomb screens, and the 
black snouts of machine 
guns. Beyond the settle- 
ment and barbed wire 
were the British outposts, 
watchfully waiting for 
the oncoming dragon. 

From the Bund to the 
western boundaries of the 
settlement, troops of all 
nations patrolled the 
streets. There were 
American Marines, French, 
British, and those of other 
powers, grim and tense, 
watching for a tiny spark 
that might kindle the 
world into flame. 

Where the Soochow 
Creek coils like a greasy 
reptile to mark the north- 
ern boundary of the set- 
tlement were stationed 
the Durham Light Infan- 
try, the pride of the Brit- 


7 Chihli forces and entered 
the city on October 23. 
p President Tsao Kun was 
deposed and Wu Pei-fy 
was decreed an _ exile, 
Chang Tso-lin and his 
general, Feng Yu-hsiang, 
installed Huang Fu as 
acting head of the central 
government. 

This move did little to 
stabilize affairs. The new 
governors were unable to 
control the administration 
of distant provinces. The 
public debt increased and 
revenue fell off. Starva- 
tion was gripping the 
country. Although the 
Peking authorities were 
incapable of governing in- 
ternal activities, they 
negotiated with foreign 
powers and granted recog- 
nition to Soviet Russia 
and gave it title to all 
Russian property in China. 

After many postpone- 
ments and much bickering 
a commission on extra- 
territoriality convened on 
March 14th and Mr. Ma 
Chung Wu was elected 
president. Conditions re- 
mained the same. Russia 
protested, claiming the 
Chinese Eastern Railway 
had been used by the 
Chinese government for 
the purpose of transport- 
ing troops. 


ish Empire. They had } 
stationed themselves at General Chang Tso-lin, 
the Markham Bridge, a the war lord of Manchuria, 
strategic thoroughfare. proclaimed his province 
Farther south in the set- The “Henderson” sailed slowly up the Whangpoo and anchored a few an autonomous govern- 


tlement were the French. 
To the west American 
Marines patrolled the resi- 
dential district. They watched and waited, like one watches a 


tornado approaching in the distance, wondering if its course 


would be turned or if it would strike. 

These chaotic conditions in China were not sudden, nor were 
they entirely unpredicted. The influence of earlier revolutions 
was plainly evident, as was the absorption 
administered by Soviet Russia. China had been the inscrutable 
paradox for ages. 


Ever has China been the smouldering volcano of civilization. 

The periodic revolutions and counter revolutions, labor strikes 
and disorders had thrown the republic into a state of disintegra- 
tion. Banditry was rife. Hordes of armed and desperate out- 
laws ranged the country, preying on travelers and isolated vil- 
lages. Authorities were helpless; then, too, it was difficult to 
distinguish the independent military factions from the bandits. 
The treasury was depleted, trade languished, and corruption 
ate at the hearts of the rulers. 
begged in vain for rice. 


miles from the city. 


of propaganda 


Somnolent, yet frightfully awake; passive, 
yet alarmingly antagonistic; primordial, yet horribly modern. 


And through it all the people 


ment. Secession was not 
complete, he stated, but 
direct orders from Peking 
would no longer be recognized. A new cabinet was formed by 
the government at Peking, under the premiership of Chi Teh- 
yao. No follower of General Chang Tso-lin was included in the 
new cabinet. 

The situation of instability increased, and a crisis mM the 
international tangle arose when the British commission of cus- 
toms closed the ports of Canton and Whanpoa. The trade of 
Canton and Hongkong declined to almost nothing. __ 

Two Japanese destroyers were fired upon by the Chinese forts 
along the Pei River. One officer and two men were killed and 
nine wounded. The Chinese government immediately apologized 
for their “misunderstanding” and granted Japan’s demand for 
indemnity. The cabinet at Peking resigned. 

In the meantime there were food riots all over the country. 
Civil war flamed up between the forces of Wu Pei-fu and the 
Manchurian dictator, Chang Tso-lin on one side and the troops 
of General Kuo Minchun on the other. The latter was defea 
and forced to evacuate Peking. President Tuan Chi-jul was 
deposed and his predecessor, Tsa Kun was reinstated in nomina 
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power. Wang Huan-ching was appointed sole ruler of Peking. 
A new cabinet was set up, with W. W. Yen as prime minister 
and V. K. Wellington Koo as minister of finance. 

General Wu’s continued successes in the south rocked the 
northern provinces. He advanced through the Hunan province 
in a Vigorous campaign. 

The next act was the declaration by General Sun Chuan-fang 
that the provinces of Kiang, Chekingang, Anhwei, Kingsi, and 
Fukien had been amalgamated into an independent state. Gen- 
eral Sun further announced that in the event of a stable govern- 
ment being established at Peking the new state would support 
it but would allow no interference by Peking in the functioning 
of the new republic. 

Dr. W. W. Yen, who had been premier at Peking, resigned 
and was succeeded by 
Admiral Tu Chsikwei 
(or Tu Hsi-kewi). 

The merry-go-round 
of alliances, ruptures, 
and machination con- 
tinued. Six quasi-inde- 
pendent forces, generaled 
by men whose personal 
ambitions exceeded their 
patriotism, prevented 
any permanent coalition. 
Thus Manchuria, Shan- 
tung, and part of Chihli 
were controlled by Gen- 
eral Chang Tso-lin; Kal- 
gan, Suiyuan, Kansu, 
and part of Shensi were 
occupied by the Kuo 
Minchun army under 
Feng Yu-hsiang, an ar- 
dent pro-Russian; Anh- 
wei, Kaingsu, Chekiang 
and Fukien were directed 
by Sun Chuan-fang; Hu- 
peh, Horan, and parts of 
Chihli and Hunan were 
in possession of General 
Wu Pei-fu. To the south 
lay Kwangtung and 
Kwangsi, with General 
Chiang Kai-shek in 
power; and to the west, 
Yunnan and Kweichow, 
ruled by General Tang 
Chi-yas. 

General Wu Pei-fu’s 
forces continued their 
successful movement, 
especially directed 
against the red army of 
Canton. It was revolt 
and counter-revolt, rapid 
shifting of alliances, be- 
trayals and graft. Towns 
were ravaged and even 
foreign concessions were 
not immune against de- 
spoliation. Missions were 
looted, steamers fired 
upon and caravans plun- 
dered. The whole country was inflamed. The U. S. gunboat 
“Eleano,” patrolling the Yangtze River, was bombarded. Brit- 
ish boats were assaulted; but it was noticeable that no Soviet 
steamers were molested. 

Martial law was proclaimed by General Chang Tsung-chang 
for the area around Peking. V. K. Wellington Koo succeeded 
to the premiership at Peking. He had formally represented 
China at London and at Washington, D. C., and was considered 
the most logical man for that office. In the meantime the 
Cantonese army under Chiang Kai-shek captured Wuchang, laid 
selge to Nanchang, and threatened Shanghai. 

Shanghai is the most important European city in China. The 
foreign concessions are numerous, with Great Britain the leader 
m commercial activities. It is of little wonder, then, that when 
the war clouds of the advancing Cantonese began sweeping 
toward Shanghai the occidentals viewed them with trepidation. 

At the first alarm English troops were ordered to Shanghai to 
teinforce the ones already there. American Marines were 
tushed from San Diego and nearer points. The “Henderson” 
sailed slowly up the Wangpoo and anchored a few miles from 


the bridge. 
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About nine o’clock in the evening 
a Marine sentry observed a red 
glare in the sky in the vicinity of 


Seven 


the city. A tented village called Camp Butler rose. There was 
quite a ceremony attached to the establishing of this camp. 
Officials from other countries watched with no little interest. 
Closer and closer rolled the Cantonese advance. The defend- 
ing troops were suddenly caught in the spirit of despair and 
began deserting their positions. River boats were commandeered 
for the purpose of expediting the retreat. Frequently these 
boats belonged to the enterprises of foreign powers. Captain 
Thomas Tighe, commanding the 22nd Company of Marines, re- 
ceived orders to recapture a Standard Oil boat that had been 
pressed into service by the retreating northern troops. Em- 
barking on a Standard Oil tug, a well-armed détachment of 
Marines set out in pursuit. Lieutenant Colonel Kilgore, regi- 
mental executive officer, accompanied the expedition. 
Under full power the 

ZA tug swept down the 

Z : river. It was a sharp 

race, but the fleeing 
: , Chinese were overhauled. 
Colonel Kilgore hailed 

- —. the northern commander 
and ordered him to stop. 
The northerner had lit- 
tle desire to combat 
American Marines, so he 
surrendered the boat. 
Triumphantly the Ma- 
rines returned with their 
own flag flying at the 
masthead. 
Thus events moved 
until the night of March 
20th passed in long 
hours while the allied 
defenders of the settle- 
ment watched and waited, 
passively alert. There 
was considerable firing 
outside the settlement 
limits and a few shots 
fell inside the boun- 
daries. Bright and clear 
came the dawn of the 
21st. The Marine regi- 
ment transported 
up the Wangpoo and de- 
barked at the customs 
jetty. Forming in line, 
they marched west along 
the Nanking road toward 
the race track. Flags 
flew in the street, but 
they were Cantonese 
flags, displacing the col- 
ors of Chang Tso-lin. 
The streets were crowded 
and an air of tenseness 
prevailed. Outside the 
limits of the settlement 
the firing continued and 
an occasional shell 
proved that artillery 
was being employed. 
After the march to the 
race track the regiment 
returned to the ship. No sooner had it arrived than orders were 
received to land and establish pre-arranged defenses in the 
assigned areas. 
Foot patrols and outposts were immediately flung out and 
U. S. Marines were once again protecting the lives of American 
citizens on distant shores. It is an old, old job to them. 


During the night the firing increased. Machine guns, trench 
mortars and 4-inch Howitzers banged away in the dark. The 
famous Coldstream Guards relieved the Durham Light Infantry 
in the defense of the Soochow Creek district and throughout 
the day of the 22nd a company stood guarding the Markham 
road bridge, an important ingress to the settlement from 
Chapei. Several times during the day alarms were sounded and 
American Marines were rushed about to take up a position of 
defense. 

About nine o’clock in the evening, March 22, 1927, a Marine 
sentry observed a red glare in the sky in the vicinity of the 
bridge. Red rockets were the pre-arranged signal in the event 
the Coldstreamers required assistance. In all haste a reinforce- 

(Continued on page 47) 
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QUARTERMASTER’S DEPARTMENT 
MARINE BARRACKS, QUANTICO 
By Warren L. Granger 
Depot Quartermaster Dept. 

One of the largest and most important 
of the Quartermaster’s Department ac- 
tivities at Marine Barracks, Quantico, 
Virginia, is the Depot Quartermaster. 

The present Depot Quartermaster is 
Captain Geo. W. Shearer, Assistant 
Quartermaster. Assisting Captain 
Shearer is Mr. George Reigler, a civilian 
employee, who has served in that ca- 
pacity for many years. At the time of 
writing this article it is reported that 
Captain Shearer is enjoying a _ hard- 
earned leave of absence at Haverstraw, 
New York, having been relieved for a 
period of thirty days by Captain Leland 
S. Swindler, Assistant Quartermaster. 
Captain Swindler is now known as “the 
busy bee,” being in charge of three ac- 
tivities: Post Quartermaster, Disbursing 
Quartermaster and Depot Quartermaster. 

The Depot Quartermaster is now oc- 
cupying a new storehouse, completed in 
February, 1930. This is in the area oc- 
cupied in 1918 by the Officers Training 
School and in later years by the Signal 
Battalion and Engineer Battalion. All 
items of property regularly issued, 
clothing, stationery and furniture were 
moved to the new depot building with- 
out suspending the regular work of the 
depot except for two days. The new 
Depot Quartermaster’s storehouse is No. 
2011. The office of the Depot Quarter- 
master is also in this building occupying 
space on the first floor. 

Data obtained from report of July 1st, 
1930, is very interesting as it conveys 
an idea of the amount of clerical work 
and labor necessary to operate an ac- 
tivity of this size: 

Activities of the Depot Quartermaster 

Submission of open purchase requisi- 
tions for entire post. 

Vouchering of open purchases. 

Receipt, inspection, storage and dis- 
tribution of all supplies for post. 

Clothing issues. 

Property and furniture issues to all 
organizations and quarters. 

Accountability of all furniture and 
property in public quarters. 

Preparation of memorandum receipts 
and surveys in connection with articles 
on charge to quarters. 

Packing, crating, storing, shipping and 
distribution of househald goods and per- 
sonal effects. 

Shipping of all material from post. 

Sales of gasoline, oil, coal, clothing 
and general property. 

Delivery of kerosene to all quarters. 
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S FROM ALL POSTS 


Delivery of coal to all quarters and 
steam plant. 

Receipt, storage and deliveries of all 
coal. 

Storage of all explosives and magazine 
stores. 

Custody of anti-aircraft property. 

Storage, issues and accountability of 
all maintenance and construction ma- 
terials used in post. 

Rendering reports of and maintaining 
record of fuel consumed. 


Depot Quartermaster Statistical Data 
Fiscal Year, 1930 
Open Purchase Department, D. Q. M. 
Number of pieces received by 
freight, express, truck & mail. .25,540 
Number of pieces received by 
lighter and freight boats...... 7,100 
Number carloads general property 


Number carloads coal received.. 352 
Total tons coal received......... 19,392 
Cost of coal received........ $57,082.00 
Total weight of all other property 

550,620 


Value of purchases received 

and distributed .......... $339,014.44 
Number of open purchase vouchers 

prepared 

Stock Section, D. Q. M. 

Value of stock June 30, 1930, 

Value of stock June 30, 1930, 

Value of stock June 30, 1930, 

Total value of Class 1, 2, and 

$1,561,441.12 
Value of class 3 stock on re- 

ceipt to quarters and or- 

ganizations 


291,075.90 


Total value of property on 
Gasoline sold and issued, 189,924 gals. 
Motor fuel sold, 82,078 gals. 
Total coal delivered to quarters and ac- 
tivities, 12,713 tons. 
Total coal unloaded at Central Heating 
Plant, 3,741 tons. 
Number of issues made during the 
past fiscal year: 


202 
7,016 

15,175 


Personnel 
Captain Geo. W. Shearer, A. Q. M., 
Depot Quartermaster. 


Mr. George Reigler, assistant to De. 
pot Quartermaster. 

Ch. Qm. Clk. C. A. Burton, assistant 
to Depot Quartermaster. 

Ch. Qm. Clk. F. E. Davis reported to 
Depot Quartermaster. 

Ch. Qm. Clk. F. E. Davis, reported to 
the depot a few days ago and was as. 
signed to duty as officer in charge of the 
shipping department. Mr. Davis is en- 
joying a 30 days leave at 3137 Downing 
St., Denver, Colorado, before assuming 
his new duties. Mr. Davis is well known 
and liked throughout the service on ae- 
count of his happy disposition and ability 
to dispose of work. The old warrior has 
now about 31 years service in the Corps, 


Depot Quartermaster’s Office 

Czapp, Walter J., Qm. Sgt., in charge 
Receiving Dept. 

Hey, August A., Qm. Sgt., in charge 
class three property and quarters re- 
turns. 

Carlson, August W., Sgt., in charge 
of purchases. 

See, Clifton L., Sgt., in charge stock 
records. 

Wilck, Carl, Sgt., property account 
clerk. 

Aure, Oscar J., Cpl., Memo. receipt 
clerk. 

Kuligowski, Louis (Ske), Cpl., open 
purchase voucher clerk. 

Lyttle, Harry E., Pfc., fuel and bill 
clerk. 

Hutchison, James F., Pfe., checker, 
Receiving Department. 

Burns, Francis G. (Bobbie), Pvt., cor- 
respondence clerk. 

Mardis, Robert L., Pvt., 
stockman. 

McMakin, William, Pvt., property ae- 
count clerk. 

Million, Thomas F., Pvt., clerk, Re 
ceiving Department. 


furniture 


Clothing and Stationery Department 
Clifford, Jack, Qm. Sgt., in charge. 

Spencer, Floyd G., Cpl., stockman. 

Smith, James E., Pfc., stockman. 


Property Section 

Clements, Broox E., Sgt., armorer. 

Kline, Edward D., Cpl., property stock- 
man. 

Mather, Perry D., Cpl., property stock- 
man. 

Holmes, James, Pvt., stockman. 

Green, Roy L., Pvt., stockman. 

Barrett, William F., Pfc., stockman. 

Naylor, Clifford, Pvt., stockman, equip- 
ment. 

Weiss, Victor, Pvt., stockman. 

Williamson, Carl L., Pvt., stockman. 

Wood, Herbert, Pvt., stockman. 

Zionce, Joseph A., Pvt., stockman. 
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Gas Station 
Morse, Paul L., Cpl., N. C. O. in charge. 
Carrington, Newton, Pvt., assistant. 
Maintenance Storeroom, Warehouse 
No. 705 
Lyon, Horace E., Qm. Sgt., N. C. O. in 
charge. 

Chester V., Pfc., stockman. 
Hines, Robert C., Pvt., stockman. 
Morel, John J., Pvt., stockman. 

Coal Yard 
Mills, Robert, Pfe., in charge and clerk, 
assisted by the “Three Black Crows,” 

“AMOS,” “ANDY” AND “YESSAH.” 
Shipping Department, Warehouse 709 
Clark, Harry, Qm. Sgt., assistant to 

officer in charge. 

Harrison, Edward D., Sgt., floorman. 
Hesson, Sinclair B., Cpl., clerk. 
Holmes, Sylvester B., Cpl., crater. 
Levasseur, George B., Pfe., chief 
crater. 
McNally, Leon P., Pfce., crater. 
Ruhl, Edgar F., Cpl., floorman. 
Williams, Norman B., Cpl., crater and 
packer. 
Abernathy, Oleon P., Pvt., crater. 
Matthews, Aasa B., Pvt., truckman. 
Lartz, William M., Pvt., truckman. 
Massabeau, Ernest H., Pvt., floorman. 
Savacool, Herbert E., Pvt., floorman. 
Several old faces are missing from the 

Depot of Supplies recently: 

Ch. Qm. Clerk W. R. Affleck, to Parris 

Island. 

Ch. Qm. Clerk J. T. Baugh, to Nica- 
ragua. 
Ch. Qm. Clerk A. F. Schonefeld, to 

Nicaragua. 

Qm. Sgt. Earl Smith, to Camp Rapi- 
dan, Va. 

Qm. Sgt. H. Ashby, to Nicaragua. 

Among the old timers on duty at the 
depot are “Bobbie” Burns and it is re- 
ported that our old friend Reid Beard is 
reporting there for duty. It has been 
heard that one of the hardest working 
men in the post is going back to “Cicero” 
to look over the real estate for ten days, 

watch out for the machine guns “Z.” 

GUANTANAMO BAY, CUBA 
By Lem Short 
Plenty of news this time from Cuba, 

Senor Broadcaster. It is rather warm 

lately—a kind of climate that causes 

some of this new gang of short-timers 
to wonder if it will be so hot going back 
to the States in October and November. 

Take Bass, the post plumber and steam- 

fitter, for instance. Bass came to Cuba 

two years ago and he distinctly remem- 
bers that it snowed real snow just a few 
days after he left Hampton Roads for 

Guantanamo Bay! Smack, the post pie- 

eating champ, professional status, has 

added to the short-timers’ grief by his 
statement that it was the low tempera- 
ture in the U. S. A. which chased him 
back to the warm climate after a few 
months in between his tour in the Canal 

Zone and coming to Cuba. However, 

talk of snow and ice has not discouraged 

a goodly number of short-timers who are 

going right ahead with plans to pack 

their bags and be on hand when the 
nittery” comes in port the next two 
rips. 

The hurricane missed us. And Nick- 
erson is glad. If that 136 m. p. h. gale 


had hit us as it did Santo Domingo City 
itis sad to contemplate on what the offi- 
cal spenders in Washington, D. C., would 
have said when the bill for repairs and 
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replacements came in. Nickerson says 
it was a saving that it didn’t hit us— 
a of all the police work saved! Yea, 

The tournament staged by the post in 
the interest of promotion of both indoor 
and outdoor athletics is on. Indoor ath- 
lete, Cpl. Dahir Hanna, ex-mayor of Bo- 
queron, Cuba, is said to be starring in 
pinochle and pool. The dope is that 
Hassler, who reads quite a bit of the 
deeper stuff in the library, is due to come 
out on top in the handball competition. 
But wait until he meets Qm. Sgt. Haak- 
enstad with those new gloves! Hack 
took Walker for two games on the 5th 
and the saying that age and experience 
always counts in the long run was again 
proved. Hack is out after these younger 
fellers’ scalps on the handball court and 
may prove his threat as did McGrory in 
the previous tournament. This a. m., 7 
September, the officer of the day, Ist 
Lieut. J. M. Greer, defeated the Music 


THE LEATHERNECK’S 
ENDURANCE CONTEST 

We are giving our readers an op- 
portunity to reply to the following 
letter just received from Mr. Fred 
Barnes of the Belmont Manor and 
Golf Club, Bermuda. 

Editor, The Leatherneck, 
Washington, D. C. 
Dear Sir: 

As you know, I have been a sub- 
scriber to The Leatherneck for a 
long time, and I was wondering 
who the five oldest subscribers 
were. Could you possibly tell me 
if you have any record of this mat- 
ter. I have been taking it steadily 
since 1924, and if I don’t get my 
copy on due time I always wonder 
what has happened to it. 

Thanking you in advance, I am 

Sincerely yours, 
(s) FRED C. BARNES. 

How long have you suffered from 
our editorial effusions and concoc- 
tions? Many of you, we are sure, 
have been subscribers since the in- 
ception of The Leatherneck in 1917. 


of the Guard, Tpr. Don Powell, Fish 
Point, in two sets of Class A tennis, 6-3, 
6-4. The tennis situation is divided into 
two classes, A and B. And the com- 
petitors are out with plenty of spirit 
and pep, says Librarian Bell, who takes 
care of the tennis material. The inter- 
est in the game is not confined to the 
players alone as was shown recently 
when Police Sergeant McNeil, in issuing 
instructions to Prof. H. A. Keigley, E. 
P. D., shouted across the parade ground, 
“After yuh get done sweeping in front 
of the guard house go over there, over 
there in front of the post exchange and 
sweep the rain off of that there, that 
there tennis business.” 

In mentioning McNeil it reminds us 
that on the lst of September he was pro- 
moted sergeant. Sergeant McNeil, who 
is lord over all police work at Fish 
Point, well deserves his promotion and 
the boys in the camp are glad to see him 
get it. Mac just recently pulled through 
an operation in sick bay, coming out with 
flying colors. He is on the job now and 
keeping the camp in first class shape. 
On the first of the month some other 
promotions went into effect also. W. S. 
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Allen, who once trod the pavements and 
dusty roads of Tientsin, China, has been 
promoted corporal, while the following 
named privates received their first 
stripe: E. R. Bell, S. G. Kyle, J. G. 
Cafarella, Joseph Brovinski, E. Murray 
and W. S. Schaler. 

There was a smoker given by our 
Navy at the Station Lyceum on Labor 
Day night. Chaplain Doty was master 
of ceremonies for the evening and pro- 
vided a nice program of boxing, etc., 
along with some hot dogs and refresh- 
ments. Of our part in the program we 
hereby mention: Pvt. Thomas C. Leone 
took a decision from the Caimanera Kid 
after four interesting rounds, Harp and 
H. H. Smith in the Marine’s corner. Tpr. 
D. M. Powell and Pvt. Doggie Ryan par- 
ticipated in a one-fall wrestling bout, 
Ryan winning the spill. The deck was 
rather hard, the chaplain explained, so 
the crowd, expecting a best two out of 
three bout at the least, let the boys off 
easy. The premier event of the evening 
was the pie-eating contest which un- 
luckily for the Marine entries, was won 
by a gob. We had Pvts. A. I. Smack, 
Otis Smith and J. M. Mullen in this ex- 
citing event. Smith and Smack were 
both going good and it looked like a win 
for the Marines when the burly sailor 
choked down about half a pie in one gulp 
and was declared winner. Just like ’em. 

On the nights of August 23 and 24 the 
command in two separate liberty parties 
journeyed up to the Red Barn and en- 
joyed the pig roast arranged by the post 
exchange council and paid for by the 
post exchange. The little pigs were 
caught out near the hog farm by Kyle, 
Wehrly and J. T. Allen and escorted to 
the galley and placed under the care of 
Mess Sergeant Witt. Cooks Bond, Bar- 
row and “Easy-Going” Geiger prepared 
the pork. Of course, the typical Cuban 
refreshments were found at the Red 
Barn and everybody that went to the 
party returned shouting hallelujah and 
troubles be damned but its not so bad to 
be a Marine after all! In short, it was 
a success as all the Guantanamo Bay 
social events seem to be this year. 

The baseball news. On 31 August the 
baseball squad boarded one of Admiral 
Wilbanks’ vessels and took off to Cai- 
manera, better known as Caimaloco, to 
play the Cuban team there. The Marine 
team included Gillespie, J. M., Kyle, Witt, 
Peebles, Bass, Gillespie, T. A., Jim Mur- 
phy, Lamont, Harp and Mannen. The 
score was 4-2, favoring the native ag- 
gregation. Our boys will tie a tail on 
the upper bay team yet. Sergeant Strick- 
land, one of our newcomers at the post, 
has been out with the team at practice 
and shown interest that many of the 
lately arrived have not shown. The post 
exchange supplies the baseball players 
with plenty of gear and anybody in the 
command who can play ball is invited 
to come out to McCalla hill diamond on 
practice afternoons to try to make the 
team. Soon there will be more vacancies, 
more openings for fresh material as sev- 
eral of the present squad are leaving for 
E. U. de A. in a few months. 

The post exchange comes in for hon- 
orable mention several times this corre- 
spondence but it is one part of Guan- 
tanamo Bay that deserves special con- 
sideration now and then. First Lieut. 
Kenneth Chappell is post exchange offi- 
cer with Sgt. Robt. Hendrickson post 
exchange steward. Pvts. Phil Bond, John 
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Marine Detachment, U.S. S. “Wyoming.” Capt. L. W. Whaley, USMC., Commanding. 


S. Smith and “Alejandro” Piaskowski 
are the other members of the “force” 
that do their bit. It looks pretty soft 
sometimes during the month but when 
inventory and pay day comes then the 
“eanteen soldiers” come in for their 
sweating and busy days. 

Commander Alfred H. Miles, com- 
mandant of the\naval station, expressed 
his pleasure on 26 August at the way 
the Marines conducted themselves at the 
brush fire near “A” range four days be- 
fore. Captain Morse directed the Ma- 
rines’ activities at the fire and stayed 
with the job until every spark was out. 
Some of our demon firefighters and hose 
handlers at the fire were Corporals 
Barry, Gould and Hornstein, Pfe. Bro- 
vinski, and Privates Cavins, Simonds, 
Zimmerman, Scholz. The whole gang 
came near to getting a drenching a few 
minutes after recall when the heavens 
opened up and wet down things a bit. 

Some brief news notes: Pvt. L. G. 
Kachel is now carrying the Fish Point 
mail. The other mail orderly is Pfc. R. 
J. Reaves, who has been with the job 
over a year now. Murphy, from Scitu- 
ate, Mass., is leading the boys a merry 
chase in soldiering. Some will have to 
work hard to keep up to Murphy’s set 
standard of efficiency in care and clean- 
ing of equipment. Blumenthal won a 
35-cent chow last month for keeping still 
an hour and a half on a working detail. 
Otis Smith, the camp electrico, has in- 
stalled some new wiring in the main bar- 
racks. R. A. Young of the Q. M. store- 
room is back again from sick bay and 
recovering from the effects of his recent 
operation. Mike Sisul of the boat crew 
has also returned recently from sick bay. 
Jawbone, Chicken and Ringer, the three 
camp mascots, are all in good health. 
Sgt. M. P. Saber’s mastiff, Spot, is now 
guarding Hicacal Beach with A. L. 
Brown. Webb would lose his drag with 
the frail sex if only they could see him 
now in his “Mr. Zip-Zip-Zip” style of 
haircut. 

Corporal Witten has moved in the small 
barracks from the hog farm. Corporal 
Witten is getting short in Cuba, he says. 
A. S. Richards is in the mess hall as 
messman and giving fine service on sur- 
veys. Edmund R. Allen was seen read- 
ing the Literary Digest one evening in 
the post library. Cpl. W. S. Allen and 


Pvt. H. Owsley have had a chance at the 
new dawn patrol here. Owsley, because 
of his riding experience, is about to be 
dubbed “Professor of Equitation” for 
the purpose of allowing him to conduct 
classes on staying off the horse’s neck. 
Cpl. Miano, G., is breathing fresh air 
once more after his adventure in Cai- 
manera some nights ago. Congressman 
DeFina is still with us. Burns has the 
post armory and reports his appetite is 
very good lately since being “up the 
pole.” Slippery pole for most folkses. 
The library has a carload or two of good, 
new books. And I have to go on watch 
this afternoon, so here closes. Adios, 
Broadcaster. 


PARRIS ISLAND NOTES 
By Pfc. B. W. Pierce 


The regular monthly bridge and mah 
jong party of the Officers’ Club was held 
the evening of September 6th. The per- 
sonnel was well represented, there being 
fifteen tables of bridge and mah jong. 
Among the winners it would appear that 
the ladies were in the majority. Mrs. 
Schwable, wife of Colonel Frank H. 
Schwable, Post Quartermaster, carried 
off the honors in mah jong. Mrs. Young, 
wife of Major Archibald Young, U. S. 
M. C.; Mrs. R. B. Sullivan, wife of Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel Raymond B. Sullivan, U. 
S. M. C.; Mrs. Field, wife of Lieut. 
Francis P. Field (MC) U. S. Navy; Mrs. 
Huff, wife of Lieut. Howard R. Huff, U. 
S. M. C.; Lieut. C. D. Kirk (SC), U. 9. 
Navy; Lieut. Gerard B. Creagh (MC), 
U. S. Navy; Lieutenant Howard Kir, U. 
S. Army, and Chief Q. M. Clerk E. C. 
Smith, U. S. M. C., carried off the honors 
in bridge. 

Brigadier-General Harry Lee, com- 
manding general of the post, was on 
temporary duty in Washington, D. C., on 
August 28th and 29th. Mrs. Lee accom- 
panied the General and they spent two 
pleasant days in the Capital City, re- 
newing acquaintances with old friends. 

Lieutenant Howard Kir, U. S. Army, 
who is on leave, and Mrs. Kir, are the 
guests of Lieutenant Kir’s father-in-law, 
Capt. I. S. K. Reeves, Medical Corps, U.S. 
Navy, commanding officer of the Naval 
Hospital at Parris Island. Lieutenant Kir 
is a native of Staunton, Virginia, and is 
on duty as instructor of R. O. T. C. ac- 
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tivities at the University of Alabama, }p. 
cated at Tuscaloosa, Alabama. 

Lieut (JG) Warren G. Wieand (MC) 
U. S. Navy, who has until recently beer 
attached to the Naval Hospital, Nay, 
Yard, League Island, Pa., joined this 
post September 3rd for duty at the Naya! 
Hospital and the Marine Barracks, 

Mr. and Mrs. Saltmarsh, parents of 
Mrs. Lee, wife of Brigadier-Genera) 
Harry Lee, who have been visiting the 
General and Mrs. Lee for some time, re. 
turned to their Pensacola home on Sep. 
tember 2nd. Miss Evelyn Lee accom. 
panied them to Pensacola. 

Chief Boatswain Thomas James, U, § 
Navy, who has been in charge of the 
water transportation at Marine Bear. 
racks, Parris Island, S. C., for the past 
two years, was detached, Sept. 3rd, to 
the Navy Yard, Portsmouth, N. H., to 
report upon expiration of his leave. Mr 
James and his family are traveling north 
by motor. 

A smoker was held at the Lyceum 
Building on Labor Day. Six fine bouts 
and several specialty numbers made up 
the program. Brigadier-General Harry 
Lee opened the smoker with a brief talk 
on labor and the occasion of the holiday, 
The General also thanked the baseball 
squad for their splendid efforts during 
the season drawing to a close, the Post 
Band, and others who have helped to 
furnish entertainment for the post. He 
concluded his speech by urging all of 
the personnel present to express with 
three hearty cheers their loyalty to the 
new Commandant of the Marine Corps, 
Major General Ben H. Fuller, U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps. 

First Sergeant John McBee, U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps, was the winner of the Cali- 
fornia cup, emblematic of the golf cham- 
pionship of Parris Island, S. C. This 
cup was donated by First Lieutenant 
Joseph L. Moody, U. S. Marine Corps, 
now on duty with the Marine detachment, 
American Legation, Peiping, China. 
General Lee presented the cup to First 
Sergeant McBee at the Labor Day 
smoker. 

Lieutenant-Commander’ Ralph 
Spalding, Civil Engineer Corps, U. S&. 
Navy, and his family is visiting Liev- 
tenant-Colonel and Mrs. Raymond B. 
Sullivan. Lieutenant-Commander Spak- 
ing is on leave from the Navy Yard, Nor- 
folk, Va., where he is public works officer. 


TALES TOLD BY OLD TIMERS 
To Captain G. E. Monson 


(Told by Joseph W. Hewitt, bom 
January 13, 1892, enlisted at Memphis, 
Tennessee, on December 27, 1911, dis- 
charged January 12, 1916. Now Cap- 
tain of Detectives, Memphis Police De 
partment.) 

A Matter of Small Consequence 

“In the spring of 1912 I was attached 
to “B” Company of Major Butler's bat- 
talion, then operating in Nicaragua. We 
were stationed in Managua most of the 
time and our principal duty consisted of 
keeping the railroad open. : 

“The ‘Ins’ and ‘Outs’ were scrapping 
and each side had possession of some of 
the railroad rolling stock. In order that 
we might be ready to move out to some 
threatened point without delay, the Ms 
rines had to keep in their possession 
enough cars and engines to transport the 
battalion. At best, this rolling stock was 
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nothing to brag about and many was the 
time we had to get off and push. 

“The locomotives were of the wood- 
purning variety and every now and then 
the train would stop and it was up to us 
to forage for dry fuel. One time we 
stopped in a place where we just couldn’t 
find any dry wood and it took us about 
four hours to get up steam using the 
green wood availabie, and then we had 
to push practically the entire trip. 

“The major was on the lookout for 
more engines and when he heard that 
the rebels had a couple that were in 
good working order down at Leon, the 
battalion was ordered to go out and get 
them. 
“Alongside the train shed at Leon was 
a small park and on approaching the 
shed we found the rebels entrenched be- 
hind the stone wall which surrounded 
the park. At the main entrance and fac- 
ing the station they had mounted an old 
Colt machine gun and proceeded to train 
it on us as we pulled into the station. 

“We were sitting on flat cars and had 
been told that trouble was expected be- 
fore we could take out the engines. We 
were all set to attack as soon as the 
word was given, and the major had ar- 
ranged an attack signal by means of his 
hat. The plan was for the major to 
drop his hat if the rebels wanted trouble 
and we were to commence firing when it 
dropped. 

“Major Butler got off the train and 
approached the rebel general who was 
standing near the Colt gun. I think it 
was either Mena or Rivas, but whoever 
it was he could speak good English. I 
was close enough to hear the conversa- 
tion between Butler and the general, 
and it went about like this: 

“‘General, we have come to get those 
two locomotives you are holding and we 
don’t wish for trouble, although, as you 
can see, we are prepared for trouble if 
you want it’. 

“‘Major, when you get those engines 
it will be over my dead body and over 
the dead bodies of those men you see 
behind the wall’. 

“‘General, that’s a matter of small 
consequence,’ and while saying this, the 
major stepped close to the general, put 
on his hat, and grabbed the two pistols 
which the general had strapped to his 
belt. The major quickly unloaded the 
pistols and handed them back, and all 
this time the general was so dumb- 
founded at such audacity that he failed 
to say or do anything. Butler then 
asked him: ‘General, are we going to 
take those engines without trouble, or 
are you going to give the command for 
your men to fire on us?’ 

The general weakly replied ‘take them,’ 
and we proceeded to run them out with- 
out the rebels making a move.” 


Orders by the Bugler 

“A little later that year we were es- 
corting a Red Cross train from Managua 
to Granada, the whole battalion going 
along as escort. It was just approach- 
ing dusk when we arrived at a little town 
called Masaya. Most of us were on flat 
cars but the major was on a box car 
where he could get a better view of the 
surrounding country. 

“The train was running very slowly 
and as we pulled into the train shed we 
noticed a lot of native soldats hanging 
around. All of a sudden an officer—any 
native who wore leather leggins was an 
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officer—rode his horse down toward the 
train, drew his pistol as he approached, 
and was in the act of aiming at the 
major when the Marines opened fire and 
killed not only the officer, but a lot of 
other natives. 

“Major Butler hadn’t seen the start of 
the incident, so he stopped the train just 
as soon as we got outside the town and 
came back to investigate the firing. He 
wanted to know who had given the order 
to commence firing in view of his own 
strict instructions that he only was to 
give such an order. 

“Finally a bugler admitted having 
passed .the word, but when the major 
learned all the circumstances he imme- 
diately dropped his investigation.” 

The Marines Did It 

“We later had a real scrap close by 
Masaya. Near the town was a depres- 
sion between two hills, and these hills 
had been fortified for many years. The 
natives claimed that whoever held the 
hills had never tasted military defeat, 
and that these forts were impregnable. 

“The rebels had held the hill forts for 
some little time, and as we were neutral 
the major had made an arrangement 
whereby any time the American force 
approached, the American flag would be 
raised on the topmost fort to assure us 
that the way was open for us to pass 
through. 

“On this occasion we noticed that the 
flag was not flying as we entered the 
pass, but we kept on going until. fired 
upon. The natives were using some old 
field pieces and the shells were falling 
too close for comfort, so the train was 
backed out of range. 

“The rebels sent out a party under a 
flag of truce to tell us we couldn’t pass, 
but Major Butler gave them an ulti- 
matum to let us through within two 
hours or fight. This ultimatum expired 
at noon, so when they failed to give way 
we took up position on the south side of 
the hill and commenced firing with field 
pieces and machine guns. 

“We kept up our fire most of the 
afternoon and during the night moved 
around to the north side of the hill, 
from where we were to pull a surprise 


Eleven 


assault at daybreak. Just as we got into 
position for the jump off, a man by the 
name of Backus accidentally discharged 
his rifle while crawling through some 
barbed wire and our position was given 
away. 

“The natives started to fire on us but 
just fifteen minutes after we received 
the order to attack, we had captured the 
position. It apparently was only im- 
pregnable to attack by the natives. 

“About 1500 were in the defending 
force and I guess they lost about 100 
killed and 300 wounded. We had 7 
killed and 5 wounded and had our 
changed position not been given away, I 
think we would have captured the fort 
without losing a man. 

“Among the old timers who took part 
in this scrap were Major Butler, Cap- 
tains Fortson and Vulte, Lieutenant 
White, Top Sergeant Fay, and Privates 
Pfeiffer, Clark, Backus, Moran, and Gra- 
fried. Also Captain ‘Jack,’ well known 
and loved by all of us, took part.” 


In Old Mexico 


“In 1914 I took part in the occupation 
of Vera Cruz, being one of the landing 
party off the ‘Utah.’ 

“My most vivid impression of the scrap 
was the fight put up by the brave Mexi- 
can naval cadets who attempted to de- 
fend the naval academy. I guess there 
were about 100 of the youngsters and 
they succeeded in beating back the initial 
attack made on them by the ‘Utah’ blue- 
jackets. The ‘Chester’ was then ordered 
to shell the position and the resultant 
gunfire made a shambles of the place. I 
was one of the first to enter the build- 
ings, or what was left of them, after the 
‘Chester’ had ceased fire, and the rooms 
where the boys were making their stand 
ran in blood an inch deep. Fully 40 or 
50 of them were killed outright and al- 
most every one that survived was 
wounded. The building originally was 
beautifully furnished and decorated and 
I have never seen such devastation as 
was wrought by the gunfire of the 
‘Chester.’ 


“A while later I was a member of 
Captain Jesse Dyer’s company and we 
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were encamped at the old fortress and 
prison of San Juan de Ula. The prison 
was built out in Vera Cruz Bay and the 
shark-infested waters surrounding it 
discouraged any attempt to escape by 
way of the sea. 

“The prison housed mostly political 
prisoners and they were liberated shortly 
after we took over. I saw men who were 
so emaciated in body and shrunken in 
mind and spirit that they resembled ani- 
mals more than humans. 

“In some of the lower dungeons were 
found the remains of many prisoners 
who had died in their chains. Most of 
these dungeons were below sea-level at 
high tide and, the seeping of water fur- 
nished a constant threat of drowning, 
not to speak of the discomfort of the 
water itself. 

“The less important prisoners were al- 
lowed to eat in a sort of main mess hall 
and there was a row of hat hooks all 
around its walls made by cementing into 
the masonry arm and leg bones of de- 
ceased prisoners. I guess there were 
over a hundred of these bone racks and 
a good many Marines took them down 
for souvenirs. 

“Going back a bit to the landing, on 
the third day the fighting was about 
over and permission was given the na- 
tives to remove their dead. A lot of the 
bodies were unclaimed and could not be 
identified, so they were gathered into 
piles, stacked into layers with railroad 
ties between, crude oil poured on the 
mass, and the torch applied. Of course, 
it doesn’t sound very nice, but at that it 
was only a cremation and the only pos- 
sible thing to do under the circumstances. 

“Although PF have been out of the 
Corps for nearly 15 years, I follow with 
interest the splendid reputation built up 
each year by the present day Leather- 
necks. Of course, I think the old timers 
were better soldiers, but what old timer 
wouldn’t think that way? However, old 
timer of new, it’s a grand service. I 
enjoyed every minute of my active serv- 
ice and fully subscribe to the slogan, 
“Once a Marine, always a Marine.” 


Neatly arranged lockers of the Marine Detachment aboard the U. S. S. “Pittsburgh.” 


BROWN FIELD, QUANTICO, VA. 
By S. J. Toranich 

The interest of the people and the 
Navy Department has been aroused by 
the distress of the people of Santo Do- 
mingo, and as a result two Navy planes 
and one Marine plane are now on their 
way to the relief of the unfortunate vic- 
tims. Major Geiger, who is in command, 
has left with a JR-2 Ford transport 
plane for Hampton Roads, Va., to take 
on supplies that are needed very badly 
in the devastated district, ably seconded 
by M. T. Sergeant Millard T. Shepard, 
as co-pilot, and Sergeant Kaltenback, as 
mechanic. 

The month of August has been a busy 
one at this field. Many were the invita- 
tions to take part in races and to be 
present at the dedication of airports. 

On August 16, 1930, the officials of 
Harrisburg requested our presence at the 
dedication of an airport there, and three 
fighting land planes, with First Lieu- 
tenant W. O. Brice in command, ably as- 
sisted by Second Lieutenants Daniel W. 
Torrey and Joseph Lyman, both reserve 
officers, were given the assignment. 

The latest JR-3 we acquired was sent 
to Nicaragua on the 19th of August. 
First Lieutenant Vernon M. Guymon, 
with St. Sgt. Robert E. A. Lillie, co- 
pilot, flew the plane down. 

The biggest event of the month was 
our participation in the National Air 
Races at Chicago, held from 23 August 
to 2 September. The ship that won the 
Curtiss Marine Trophy at Anacostia on 
31 May, 1930, was entered in the Thomp- 
son Trophy race. Of course, it was re- 
vamped. The lower wing was taken off, 
a new motor installed, and the whole 
ship streamlined so as to get the maxi- 
mum speed from it. Unfortunately, 
Captain Page, who was chosen to fly 
this racer, succumbed as a result of the 
plane crashing. The death of Captain 
Page is a great blow to Marine Aviation, 
and his loss is felt keenly by the officers 
and enlisted men at this field. 

First Lieutenant Lawson H. M. San- 
derson won the all-Marine race there and 
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the radio announcer had his listeners on 
pins and needles all through the race. 
Second Lieutenant Roswell B. Buchard, 
a reservist, was a close second. 

At the Gordon Bennett Internationa] 
Balloon Race and Aerial Carnival at 
Cleveland, Ohio, on August 31st and Sep- 
tember Ist, First Lieutenant W. O. Brice 
represented us with fighting land planes, 

Captain Moore, First Lieutenants 
Jerome, Miller, and Towner are on de- 
tached duty at the Marine Corps Schools, 
Captain Woods is now executive officer, 
but will be transferred to Headquarters 
in the near future. 

Work is being done on a new aerologi- 
cal building between the photo lab and 
headquarters, and soon all the buildings 
and hangars of VO-6M will be torn down. 
This is the first step toward starting the 
development of the new field. 


QU ARTERMASTER’S DEPARTMENT, 
QUANTICO, VIRGINIA 

An explanation of the duties of this 
department being entirely unnecessary, 
we will confine our resume to a discus- 
sion of it’s personnel: 

The Post Paymaster is Major J, F. 
Swift Norris, U. S. M. C., affectionately 
known as “Swifty,” a corruption of his 
third name instead of a literal descrip- 
tion of himself. Despite which he is a 
regular fellow than whom we think there 
is no whomer and one of the few men 
besides Moses to find water for the mul- 
titude. 

Then there is Chief Pay Clerk Benja- 
man Harrison Wolever a smiling, oblig- 
ing, cheerful, and hard working person 
in charge of the officer’s accounts. Mr. 
Wolever is chief clerk and unlike most 
such animals is well liked regardless of 
his presidential name and tendency to 
over-exertion. St.-Sgt. Weatherford is 
Mr. Wolever’s right-hand man, whose 
trait of not being very careful about his 
fish stories belies the careful attention 
he gives his duties. Cpl. Ferguson 
writes all the checks, does most of the 
work, and says nothing. 

The outside office functions nicely and 
smoothly under the able direction and 
guidance of Chief Pay Clerk M. E. Rich- 
ardson. Mr. Richardson is very loqua- 
cious and energetic and it is his good 
fortune to have as assiStants on the pay- 
roll work: 

Pay Sgt. Frank, who shows the de- 
cided advantage of strict dieting. 

Pay Sgt. Connor, directly responsible, 
with a few contributory causes, for the 
stock market crash. 

Pay Sgt. Brown, recently returned 
from and in frequent communication 
with Guam, and Pay. Sgt. Pilitch, who 
handles all accounts of men who leave 
the outfit for the cold, cruel, outside 
world. 

St. Sgt. McKay, of North Pole fame, 
handles the allotments whenever he can 
find time between cracking sunflower 
seeds and eating fish food. 

St. Sgt. Richardson is assistant to 
Frank on payroll work. His hobby is 4 
fine police dog and taking care of the 
baby. Altogether a very busy man. 

Pvt. 1cl. Lengyel and Private Green 
are payroll clerks of the first order while 
Pvt. 1cl. Saunders is developing into 4 
first class man as far as care of parrots 
and gold fish is concerned. 

The above, together with your corre- 
spondent, comprise the Pay Office, M. B. 
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Quantico, Va. Individually good, collec- 
tively gooder, considering the late 
drought. Come to see us. Our motto is 
“Service with a Smile.” 


COMMUNICATION NOTES, AMERI- 
CAN LEGATION, PEIPING, CHINA 
The next trip of the “Chaumont” will 

take away some of the old time opera- 

tors. Sergeant Dezeill and Pfc. Myers, 
two of the boys that worked hard to 
make our second high frequency circuit 

a success, have decided to leave us flat 

and will soon be homeward bound. Pri- 

vate Moody hears the call of Market 

Street and is resigning from his posi- 

tion as wet nurse to the receiver room 

material. Pfc. Kiser was slated to go 
home but having just been made a ser- 
geant, he decided to remain with us. 

Privates Lesco, Delva and Drews like 

the hunting so well that they have ex- 

tended their foreign cruise. ‘ 
Another record for this station was 
broken when 200,217 words were handled 
during the month of June. This is about 
twenty thousand words better than our 
previous record. The three traffic cir- 
cuits have been working night and day 
to handle the rush of code work and fleet 
traffic for ships in North China waters. 

Since the flagship left Shanghai this 

station has been lending a hand to the 

Fourth Marines who have been swamped 

with all the Shanghai traffic. The trend 

of improvement is always on the upward 
swing, each month’s score being a little 
bit better than the preceding month. 

This is very commendable considering 

that the present season is our static and 

sand storm season, when reception is 
possible only at the cost of much con- 
centration and hard work. 


M. D., U. S. S. “ARIZONA” 
By S. A. L. 

Friends, fellow Marines, cut throats 
and buddies, although it has been some 
time since you have heard from this 
small but mighty detachment (we con- 
sider ourselves so, at least), we feel that 
ever so often the world should know 
just how salty a bunch of Leathernecks 
can get in a few months while putting in 
their time aboard ship—in drydock. You 
really would be surprised! 

Most of us are just “boots,” and, as I 
am just a “boot” myself, will not go any 
further. However, we have a few men 
aboard who consider themselves old 
timers when it comes to sea soldiering, 
namely, Corporals A. M. Graham, S. D. 
Abbott and B. A. McMaster; Pfes. K. 
White, C. C. Cross, O. Timm and Henry 
Echer. These men have all been to sea 
at least once or twice, with the excep- 
tion of Corporals Graham and McMas- 
ter. Graham and Mac have the great 
distinction of having been to sea perhaps 
six or seven times. No foolin’, tho, they 
are plank owners in the good ship “Ari- 
zona.” 

At the present time we have forty 
men on the muster roll and about twenty- 
five doing duty as watch standers. The 
remainder of the detachment is either 
on leave, in the sick bay, or doing some 
other form of gold bricking. Even with 
all that sort of thing going on, the boys 
seem to be getting lots of liberty, more 
or less. 

A few days ago we received twelve 
men from the sea school. The old mem- 
bers of the guard were quite pleased, for 
they were under the impression that 
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they were going to get more and bigger 


liberties. But, alas! Things did not 
go that way at all, much to the disgust 
of some of the boys. New men, new 
posts. That seems to be the motto of 
the guard and things go on as before. 

Soon the U. S. S. “Utah” will go out 
of commission. According to the latest 
dope, we are going to get her detach- 
ment of Leathernecks. We hope that 
proves to be the case and that the boys 
of the “Utah” will enjoy the time they 
may spend with us. 

The members of the “old detachment” 
often talk of their shipments of bygone 
days and wonder how they are getting 
along. “When we were on the West 
Coast” or “When we were in Nicaragua” 
seem to be the great topics for discus- 
sion. You should hear some of them! 
Wherever you ex-“Arizona” Marines 
may be, we would like to say “Hello” and 
“Good Luck.” You might drop us a line 
once in a while. We would appreciate a 
letter from any of you if you feel so in- 
clined. 

Our First Sergeant, J. M. Alguire, who 
has been with us for over a year, is soon 
to leave the detachment. Needless to 
say, we are sorry to see him go. He is 
not only leaving the “Arizona,” but the 
Marine Corps as well. Our best wishes 
go with him and here’s hoping that his 
life as a civilian will be a very success- 
ful one. 

A couple of weeks ago we were blessed 
with a new company clerk—Corporal S. 
D. Abbott. He seems to be enjoying him- 
self, but has not got rid of that far away 
look he acquired while on furlough. It 
is surely strange what a little leave will 
do for a fellow. If you don’t believe it, 
ask Sam. 

At this time Corporal Graham and Pfc. 
White have decided that the Marine 
Corps cannot do without them and are 
going to extend their enlistments a 
couple of years to go to China. That 
seems strange when one considers that 
they were on their way to Nicaragua 
only a few days ago (in thought). By 
the time this goes to press they will 
have decided that they want to ship over 
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for Guam or Haiti. It is a shame that 
there isn’t a Marine post in Africa, for 
they would be quite willing to extend 
“from now on” for it, or at least they 
would think that they would. Does any- 
one know a thirty-year man when he 
sees one? 

Sergeant Jack Allen seems to be en- 
joying his stay here in Portsmouth as 
much, or more, than any other man in 
the detachment. We wonder how he got 
that way? Most of the boys would 
rather be some other place, or think that 
they would, but after all is said and done 
they will remember this town and the 
good times they have had here for a long 
time to come. When the “Arizona” gets 
under way and stands out to sea, not to 
come back, a lot of them will wish they 
were back in Norfolk again. Such is life. 

The “Arizona” is slowly but surely 
getting to look like a battle-wagon again. 
She was a sorry looking sight about six 
months ago. Her masts were gone, no 
guns aboard, no stack, no super-structure 
work, and as for her insides—well, she 
didn’t have any. A few months will 
work wonders, however, when a few mil- 
lions and a lots of work are expended. 
The old ship will be finished in a com- 
paratively short time now and_ she 
promises to be one of the finest looking 
ships of her kind afloat, if not the finest. 
Those who saw her before she entered 
the yard would hardly recognize her 
now. It has been almost sixteen months 
since she came into the yard and every- 
one is anxious for the day to come when 
she will put to sea again. After spend- 
ing several months as sea-going-drydock 
Marines, one gets a craving for the 
open sea, 

The chances are that you will be bored 
again by us in the near future. Until 
then, hold everything. So long. 


CINDERS FROM THE SMOKY CITY 
By Corporal W. W. Wood 

After an absence of several months, 

the “Pittsburgh’s” detachment returns 

with a little more news from the Orient. 

The Marines aboard have been giving 
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Pvt. Mickey, mascot of the Marine Detachment, Boston Navy Yard, with his guard 


of honor: Pfc. W. 


A. Rebhorn, Pvt. N. 


L. Van Haelen, Cpl. G. Stevenisha. The 


detachment acted as recorders at the National Rifle Matches at Camp Perry, Ohio. 


the Navy divisions a few private lessons 
in athletics. The Marines have copped 
all of the available prizes and trophies, 
except the whaleboat race, and then they 
came in on the money with second place. 
Nearly all of the events were hard fought 
and the Marines won through sheer 
ability and teamwork. 

Jerry Cole’s soccer team walked away 
with the soccer trophy and we'll say that 
there never was a team that had more 
pep and fight. The boys threw a banquet 
with the prize money and the “chow” 
and toasts flew freely. Most of the boys 
were in training for the track meet and 
had to watch their step, as a banquet in 
China is quite a spirited affair. 

Owing to the fact that the Marine divi- 
sion has over a seventh of the ship’s 
company and that many of the divisions 
have only a few men in them, the Ma- 
rines were divided into two platoons for 
the athletic events. So far, the second 
platoon has taken practically every- 
thing. They won the track meet with an 
overwhelming majority of points and the 
first platoon nabbed second place. Cor- 
poral Pierce won the two-mile race, leav- 
ing the rest of the field far astern. The 
Marines piled up points so fast that it 
was hard to keep track of them. 

The second platoon’s baseball team, 
managed by Gunnery Sergeant Barney 
Hughes, won the final ball game while 
we were at Chefoo, having eliminated all 
their opponents in Tsingtao. Pfc. A. H. 
Bland pitched some remarkable ball and 
was capably assisted. One of the thrill- 
ing moments of the series was the cir- 
cuit clout by Pfc. C. J. Schwartz in the 
last inning of the semi-final game, bring- 
ing three men home and thereby winning 
the game. The prize money afforded all 


of us an opportunity to make some 
mighty good liberties. 

The most of the summer has been 
spent at Tsingtao, which is rated as the 
best summer resort in China. If the fog 
ever clears away we may be able to ex- 
press our opinion. All of the boys have 
been taking their turns on the bathing 
beach and many a back has become sun- 
burned. We've all taken trips to the old 
German forts on the various hills near 
the city and so many pictures have been 
taken that Mr. Eastman should be able 
to retire soon. 


We spent the Fourth of July in good 
old American fashion with lots of fire- 
crackers. When the American service 
men finished their individual celebra- 
tions, the streets were filled with the re- 
mains of the fireworks. The Chinese 
firecrackers make plenty of noise and a 
very effective celebration. 


July 12th we sailed for Chefoo and 
fired long and short range battle prac- 
tice. The Marines manned all of the 
three-inch guns and made the best record 
the “Pittsburgh” has had in years. This 
is probably the last time her guns will 
be fired before she is scrapped under 
the terms of the London disarmament 
treaty and we feel justly honored. 


About the 24th of September we sail 
for Chinwangato, China. Our command- 
ing officer has been very generous in 
granting two series of five-day leaves in 
order that we may visit Peiping, the 
capital of Northern China. Practically 
all of the guard are taking advantage of 
the leaves. We will probably be there 
by the time this gets into print and will 
let you know all about it in a forthcom- 
ing issue with a few pictures. 
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MARINE DETACHMENT, U. 8S. §, 
“WYOMING,” BROOKLYN 
NAVY YARD, N. Y. 

By Hymie 
It is with regret that we announce 
this contribution will probably be the 
last, insofar as news from the “Wyo” is 
concerned. Yes, you’ve guessed it—the 
“Wyo” goes into the reserves October 
first. The home for the aged will be 
Philadelphia—too bad. Why, we've 
hardly gotten acquainted with the new 

gang aboard. 

With all bad news there is a little 
good. Gentlemen, congratulate Corporals 
Kaplan and Banish, who’ve just received 
their warrants as sergeants. Also, meet 
some new corporals, Messieurs Gwiazda, 
Wilken and Kirkman. And last but far 
from least, “mitt de noo foist clawse pri- 
vates,” Perkins, Dillon and Pratt. Ever 
hear the story of the Jew and the Scotch- 
man? Pfes. Freiman and Henderson are 
leaving the detachment for the clerical 
school in Philly. Can’t get writer's 
cramp from banging a typewriter, eh? 

Thank the Lord for little favors. 
We've left Newport behind us. Those 
weeks there will be easily forgotten here 
in li’l ol’ N’Yawk. Newport calls itself 
the “Wonder City.” We always wonder 
what that town has to wonder at. Have 
you seen the Chrysler Building in New 
York? It is higher than the Woolworth. 
And Al Smith, of Tammany fame, is 
putting up a fifty-five million dollar 
structure to be eighty-five stories high, 
surmounted by a huge mooring mast for 
dirigibles. There’s something to wonder 
at. 

Corporal Kelly, in company with Pfes. 
Kehleher and Newman, went on a little 
unauthorized vacation. Should be back 
soon. Private Eagles swapped for the 
“Southery” with Private St. Claire, but 
the little Frenchman only enjoyed the 
“Wyo’s” hospitality for a short time. 
He’s now imitating one of little Bo 
Peep’s sheep! Sergeant George Wilson 
is dutying at the Naval Station at New- 
pert. Corporal Brooks and Pfc. Beck 
are with the Navy Yard Detachment in 
Brooklyn. Visited us the first day in 
New York. 

Ten new men aboard now. Pfc. Golden 
is the new company clown and a purty 
good un. We knew him in Parris Island. 
Sergeant A. Kaplan, as Fleet Marine 
“Yooman,” will go with Major Rorex to 
the new flagship, the new cruiser “Au- 
gusta,” next year. Since making com- 
mander’s orderly, Pratt’s chest expan- 
sion has increased three inches. Shades 
of “Water Tight” Simpson! After three 
years with the Corps, Private Young 
admits he hasn’t learned about women, 
yet! Baby, while there’s life, there's 
hope. We would suggest that you ask 
Private Henry Crowninshield. Private 
Lang left us for a new love—the Philip- 
pine Islands. Lots o’ luck, kid, but the 
skeeters ll get yuh if yuh don’t wateh 
out. Corporal “Red” Toward doesn't 
take much liberty in N’Yawk. Howcum? 
Top Kick Dessen leaves the Corps for 
the reserves on October the oncet. 
Twenty years is a long time. Incident- 
ally, Dessau was once football captain 
of the Marine team, way back in 1910. 
We hear that Corporal Pickering has 
been paid off. How’s the outside? Also, 
that Pfc. Schroeder got a medical sur- 
vey. Too bad. 

The gang are all wondering to what 
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posts they'll be dispersed. Laughry 
wants the West Coast to save the trans- 
continental fare when he gets paid off. 
The crew on the U. S. S. “Colorado” sure 
got a big break. They’ve been in New 
York since June 8 or 9, and are now 
parked across the dock from the “Wyo. 
Incidentally, the “Wyo” is now under- 
going repairs. The work will last until 
August 30, at the least. Are we down- 
hearted? No! In the meantime, we 
prepare for our regular short range bat- 
tle practice, to be held late in Septem- 
per. Fifteen bucks per man on any crew 
whose gun makes the “E. This . 
B. P. will probably be the last firing the 
“Wyo” will have before entering the re- 
serve. The admiral and the fleet staff go 
to the U. S. S. “Arkansas this October. 
Re-transfer to the “Augusta sometime 
in 1931. Gunny Daniel Donovan runs 
the loading machine and hopes to train 
all crews up to the “E calibre. Lieu- 
tenant Mathieson watches the pointers 
and trainers on the dotter. Captain 
Whaley observes the whole works, in- 
cluding the sight-setter practice. Swede 
Larsen won the sixty-minute pool with 
number 51, the “Wyo” having docked at 
9:51. What’ll you do with all the extra 
liberty, Danska? 
ince typing the last paragraph news 
ben drifted in to the effect that Privates 
Kelly, Kelleher and Newman have re- 
turned from their vacations. We dis- 
cover with surprise that they traveled 
to Salt Lake City. Sorry boys, but the 
Mormans do not keep harems any — 
company clown, Pfc. Golden, wen 
couple o’ days ago 
payroll must be finished by the Top nd 
self. Hey, Top, why not draw the 
clown’s pay check? 
ld night on the alcohol sentry 
“Hey, Freiman, you ain’t said a word for 
two hours.” Half frozen, the —- 
growled, “Talk your own self. I shoul 
frizz it mine hands?” 

A Marine’s impression of New York: 
Bagdad on the subway, apex of eo 
tion, hail! hail! Sensuous, illusive p a 
tasmagaria of lights and buildings. a 
and playfellows of the universe! Hail! 
Habitant of mammon and yy 
factory. The aquarium, Bronx Zoo, the 
bridge to Joisey which will unite two 
warring peoples. Hail! Riverside — 
the busses, the traffic lights, and the 
Navy’s happy hunting grounds, Pros- 
pect Park. Hail a taxi on a rainy nite, 
and try to get one. Big town near Ho- 
boken, and fairly good beer. Hail! Your 
temples of the talkies—Roxy’s, Para- 
mount and the Capitol. Of vodvil—the 
Palace. Of musical comedies—Zeigfeld’s 
Follies (they follies the fleet). Earl 
Carrol’s (pro) Vanities. Your beaches— 
Coney Island, Rockaway, Palisades, 
Long and the rest. Ah! great burg, we 
greet you. Broadway. Bright lights. 
No tights. Smiles, scowles from heavy 
jowls. Pedestrians in little clumps. 
Crossing the streets in hops and jumps. 
Butter and eggmen. Gutter and yegg- 
men. Gay debs with their belvederes. 


Perfumed aqua velva dears. Orchids 
and hollyhocks. Taxis marooned for 
blocks. Whispering waiters. Corner 


daters. Bootleg Scotch, synthetic gin. 
College boys bad as sin. Bellowing 
newsies. Hollow-eyed fluzies. Gray 
dawns—cupped yawns. Hey! hey! Broad- 
way, 
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Private Culligan got a dependency 
discharge. He claimed that the pay he 
drew was not enough to buy the gas for 
his old man’s Cadillac. Pfc. Foster (no 
relation to the Foster of the Lingle mur- 
der case notoriety) says that the«Chi- 
cagoans are now singing the song like 
this: “I’m Dancing With Tear Gas in 
My Eyes.” 

Just heard from Frankie Steele. He’s 
down in Nicaragua again for the elec- 
tions. Attends the Spanish classes in 
Managua. 

Thornton is compartment cleaner with 
a battle cry of “bigger and better liber- 
ties.” Don Juan Frogge came back from 
liberty recently with a swell wrist watch 
and a young bank roll. How do they 
do it? 

There’s been quite a lot of wettin’ 
down of new chevrons latery—mmmmm! 

The gang’s going in for “drive-it- 
yourself” cars these hot days—which 
reminds us of a little poem we wrote 
in the days of long ago: 


Two Marines in a roadster, 

Two little girls on the road 
Accepted the Gyrene invitation 
To add to the roadster’s load. 
Four happy souls in a roadster 
Seeking a peaceful abode. 

Two Marines in a roadster— 
Two little girls on the road. 


U. S. S. “NEW YORK” MARINE 
GUARD 
By Private Robert A. Smith 

Here we are again, bursting into print 
in a man’s magazine. After all we’ve 
been through in the last month, one must 
be a man to hold up under it. 

Conditions one and_ two, regular 
watches, general quarters, air bedding 
and loading drills have been on our menu 
right along. It’s all over now. 
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We know we have made a splendid 
showing in SRBP and that E’s are going 
to be distributed; the Marines will be 
in for their share. 

We have our baseball trophies hanging 
up in our compartment now and they’re 
a good reminder to all other divisions 
that we can play baseball, as we shut 
them out without a trophy. Corporal 
Stafford received the pitcher’s cup; Pfc. 
Silk, the baseball signed by the most 
prominent men in baseball, and the whole 
team, the shield. Good work gang, keep 
it up. 

We have a new married (?) man in 
the outfit; poor Pfc. Smith. Be bad if 
he was traveling with his wife and went 
to a hotel. Them clerks look awful 
funny at you when you sign the register. 
Oh! Yes! our big first shellman, Lath- 
rom, ends his letters with “Affectionately 
yours, Aubrey.” Some ending, eh, wot? 
There is no allotment going out yet but 
(?). Well, I'll leave it up to the gang 
about the rest of it. 

The top-kick painted his office with a 
little (very) help from Cy Cobler. Cy 
comes in handy once in a while. Trum- 
peter Denham is trying to make himself 
look like Rudy Vale; that hair, oh!!! 


The Communication Office 

Everybody has been given credit for 
doing things on this ship but you have 
never heard a peep from the Comm 
Office. The reason for that is that 
they’re too busy working to get time to 
do anything. 

Pace seems to be busy writing letters 
to his girl friends (he’s already written 
eight), and today’s field day. He’s 
shown me a picture of his sweetest twice 
already. Must be had off. 

The agony watches are stood by Pace, 


Rademaker, Payne, and McDowell, good 
combiration, eh! wot! 


Group of Marines stationed at M. B., Norfolk, Va., 1909. Each of the enlisted grades 
of that period are represented. Front row: Mahoney, Walsh, Eickman, Duffy. Back 


row: Music, Corporal, McGinley, Whittier, Private. 
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Marine Minstrels at Cavite, P. I. Interlocutor, Capt. George F. Adams. 


Left end 


man, Cpl. Milton R. Young; right end man, Pfe. Sterling T. Welker. The Circle, left 

to right: Pvt. Frank Russo, Pvt. Rogers B. Jones, Cpl. Lester C. Shelton, Pvt. Richard 

M. Kaplan, Cpl. James Pavlis, Pvt. George W. Reed, Pvt. Donald R. Doughty, Pvt. 
Noel R. Exceen, Pvt. Virgil C. LeClaire, Pvt. L. F. Blakely. 


Mr. Marmon, Stevens, Wadsworth, 
Benson and the Paymaster combine their 
efforts in decoding messages. We do not 
think that they are enjoying these con- 
ditions that war brings to us. The re- 
frain, “Oh, How I'll Miss You Tonite,” 
goes good with their spirits. Everybody 
is tearing around here with messages 
for this and messages for that, so I bet- 
ter quit now before I’m shot for moping. 


NICARAGUAN RECRUITING 
By Set. M. D. Selden, Jr. 

The native Nicaraguan is a passion- 
ately patriotic individual. The belliger- 
ent history of the republic bears evidence 
to this fact. The Nicaraguans have 
jealously guarded their independence 
from the aggressions of the buccaneers 
and the ambitions of empire builders. 

Before the negotiations leading to the 
Peace Agreement of Tipitapa in 1927 
the conservative or national army was 
composed of about eight thousand troops 
actively engaged with the liberal army. 
The strength of this force was main- 
tained by recruiting men from the vari- 
ous departments of the country. The 
means employed were forceful but effi- 
cient. The majority of the recruits were 
taken from the laboring and agricultural 
classes. 

A general officer was designated to 
the recruiting service. A division of the 
thickly populated sections of the country 
was made which formed small areas. 
Each area was given a specified quota. 
The recruiters were placed upon a com- 
mission basis, each recruiter receiving 
a certain sum of money per head. This 
condition stimulated the recruiting ac- 
tivities and caused the use of methods 
which might be considered hardly justi- 
fiable. 

A “road party” of recruiters arrived 
in the department of Carazo, one of the 
most industrious states in the republic, 
and began to enlist prospects. A band 
was secured, flags flown, parades or- 
ganized, and orators harangued the male 
audience as to their patriotic duties. 
Afterwards, guara and casusa, the na- 


tive corn and sugar rum, was served in 
liberal quantities. 

The prospective soldiers imbibed freely 
of the refreshments which stimulated 
their comprehension of patriotic duty to 
such an extent that they readily boarded 
the train and were detrained at Managua 
under guard before the effects of the 
“recruiting water” had worn off. 

In many instances the recruiting 
parties recanvassed the same territory a 
number of times. Such was the case at 
San Marcus, a small pueblo in the coffee 
district, where twice before the native 
sons had been marched off to swell the 
ranks of the army. Some forty men 
were selected at the point of the bayonet 
upon the third time and were afterwards 
confined in the city jail. The cell-block 
was composed of one cell 25 feet long 
and 12 feet wide. Thirty-five applicants 
were herded to the train. After a wait 
of twenty-four hours they were sent into 
Managua. 

The drill instructors received the ap- 
plicants and recruits. Upon their ar- 
rival they were issued a pair of blue 
overall pants, a straw sombrero, sandals 
and a white shirt made of a flour sack, 
which in many cases still bore the mark- 
ings, such as “XXX Lily White Flour.” 

The equipment of these soldiers was 
composed of a box of thirty-thirty am- 
munition and a Krag-Jorgenson rifle, 
Model 1898. After a few days of drill 
and frequenting the cantinas, the recruits 
were loaded in trucks, bull carts, and 
other means of transportation and sent 
to the battlefield 


ENLISTED MARINE FLIERS 
COMMENDED 

Major General Ben H. Fuller, Com- 
mandant of the Marine Corps, has issued 
letters of commendation to Gunnery Ser- 
geant Frank J. Van and Sergeant Ellis 
Leo Keller, serving with the 2nd Bri- 
gade, U. S. Marine Corps, based at Ma- 
nagua, Nicaragua, for services in Costa 
Rica. 

The letters follow: 

“The Major General Commandant has 
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read with pleasure the letters from the 
American Minister and the Military At. 
tache, San Jose, Costa Rica, in which a 
report is made of the use of two Marine 
Corps airplanes sent to Costa Rica to 
assist in the search for the bodies of two 
Mexican aviators. 

“Both the American Minister and the 
Military Attache commended this detail, 
of which you were members, most highly 
for its efficiency and cooperation and | 
take this opportunity to add my com- 
mendation.” 

Gunnery Sergeant Frank Joseph Van 
is attached to VO Squadron 7-M in Niea- 
ragua. He was born July 9, 1893, at 
Portland, Oregon. Enlisted in the Ma- 
rine Corps October 7, 1914, and has 
served almost continuously since that 
time in the Marine Corps. Next of kin: 
Mother, Ada Dunn, Route No. 4, Gres. 
ham, Oregon. 

Sergeant Ellis Leo Keller serves in 
the same plane squadron as Van. Ep. 
listed in the Marine Corps September 9, 
1927, and has served continuously since 
that date. He was born June 24, 1965, 
at Clarksville, Iowa. Next of kin: 
Father, Wm. Keller, Clarksville, Iowa. 


MARYLAND SAY SO’'S 
By M. Opels 

Again we are in San Francisco after 
hectic days at the Navy Yard at Brem- 
erton. Boy! what a time we had serap- 
ing and painting the sides, and if you 
don’t think it was fun, just ask Orozeo. 
He got up about sixty feet and tried to 
tie some fancy knots in the scaffold. The 
results weren't so good and he had to 
holler for help. 

On our way to ‘Frisco, we had general 
quarters and darken ship. You know— 
when all the lights are turned out and 
you rush up to go on watch wondering if 
you have your own clothes on or the 
police sergeant’s. 

Red Defoe just came back from a ten- 
day leave and looks like he needs a real 
long rest. I wonder what’s in ten-day 
leaves that tire one so? 

Sid Miller and Bob Coston seem to 
get a great kick out of riding up and 
down in elevators. I'll bet they never 
saw one in their home towns. If you go 
down on Market Street you can always 
find them admiring the tall buildings. 
When Sid first came in the service and 
received his first pair of shoes he walked 
backwards for three days to see the 
funny tracks he made. 


One more thing before I get off the 
air. Our Top Kick is going to be trans- 
ferred to San Diego upon our arrival in 
San Pedro and is taking a three months’ 
leave. He says he doesn’t know where 
he will go, but I have an idea that Tia 
Juanna will come in for her share of him. 
We wish you lots of luck on your next 
tour of duty, Top. 


Right now, all you can hear on the ship 
is “mark, mark, fire!” It’s getting so! 
can even hear it in my sleep. We are 
preparing for short range battle practice 
and of course we are all out to make six 
big white “E’s.” If we do make ’em, and 


I have no doubt but that we will, the big- 
gest part of the credit will go to our 
most able Gunnery Sergeant Jefferson 
and his six crack gun captains. Jerry 
says his gun crew is the best, and all 
the crew thinks the same. 
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CAMPO DE MARTE, MANAGUA, 
NICARAGUA 
By Paul N. Gardner 

Gentle readers:—Isn’t that the way all 
good columnists start off? All those 
who agree raise the right hand and say 
“Oh, f’ Heaven’s sake.” 

However, don’t make the grievous 
error of thinking that I am a good col- 
umnist, or even a columnist as far as 
that goes. No, suh (old southern draw]). 
It’s like this: The writer is bothered 
with that insidious thing called insomnia 
(swell word?), and due to the fact that 
I have caught up on all the personal cor- 
respondence for the month, have written 
to all the old creditors, sent off a re- 
quest for a Sears and Roebuck, and 
dashed off a little article for money 
(Oh, yes, I write for money, but some- 
how the folks never seem to send it), 
['ll inflict this on the poor, unsuspecting 
readers of “The Leatherneck.” But if 
any of you have anything to do, you'd 
better go away and do it, for when I 
start there’s no telling when I'll stop. 
Imagine the horrible results if I weren't 
to get sleepy all night. 

About all we hear these days in the 
sun-kissed tropics (Ho! Ho! more _ hol- 
low laffter), is the coming election for 
senators, or maybe it’s toreadors—who’'s 
interested ? 

Half of the men here in Campo de 
Marte (I’ve been told that that means 
“Camp of Iron”) are to be seen sitting 
out under cocoanut trees, ash cans and 
such muttering Spanish in their beards 
at a great rate. 

As I understand it (this is not authen- 
tic), they have one study period and one 
for recitation. You'd jolly well think 
you were back in old Madrid if you could 
hear “em. In their spare time these self- 
same electorials are to be seen out on La 
Loma Field doing squads east, squads 
west and parade rest (in fact, every old 
kind of rest except that which is found 
in a bunk). After all that they have 
inspections. Swell, too. First they have 
clothing inspections. I tell ya, those 
clothing inspections are a boon to Ma- 
rines. After one of ‘em is over you can 
check up and find out how many new 
shirts your washwoman’s husband has. 
A swell motto (I just love mottos) for 
the men on electorial duty would be: 
“Join the electorials and find out how 
many clothes you really have.” 

About 85 Marines and 25 sailors ar- 
rived in these parts yesterday. The Ma- 
rines are scheduled for duty with the 
Brigade, said duty being the chasing of 
the ever elusive bandit, and the sailors, 
with the exception of a couple of pill 
twisters, for the elections. 

There are already about two hundred 
Marines here for election duty, and with 
the 300 bluejackets coming in on the U. 
S. S. “Mississippi,” along with thirty- 
five officers, the bloomin’ elections should 
be a howling success. 

The camp is gonna be literally over- 
run with Marines and sailors in a few 
more days and everyone concerned is 
having a swell time trying to figure out 
the necessary housing facilities, etc. 

I could sit here for hours and hours 
more telling you all the scuttlebutt dope, 
rumors and the latest and choicest scan- 
dal, but it seems as if this machine takes 
a malicious delight in misspelling even 
the simplest of words, so I’m going to 
get out the old spelling book and give 
it a few lessons. 
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VIRGIN ISLAND NEWS NOTES 
By 

Land Ho! Say, what place is that? 
Why, that’s Saint Thomas—Jewel of the 
Caribbean. 

In the recent hikes the new men of 
the command have been able to see places 
that would otherwise have been only 
names. We must admit that these hills 
are pretty steep, but then when you are 
looking out for a supposedly hidden 
enemy you don’t notice how steep they 
really are, and, with First Sergeant 
Ruetsch as platoon leader to urge us on 
—well, no wonder so much distance is 
covered. 


Lieut. Col. Sturdevant has relieved 
Lieut. Col. J. J. Meade as Post Com- 
mander. Colonel Meade was well liked 


by the men of the command, who join us 
in wishing him the best of luck and hop- 
ing that we may be fortunate enough 
to do another tour of duty with him in 
the future. Colonel Sturdevant has not 
wasted any time in making quite a few 
changes, the most important being the 
changing of the weekly drill schedule 
and morning and evening colors. A squad 
from the guard of the day is now used 
for the latter ceremonies. 

Volley ball has taken the place of 
tennis here as the most popular game. 
The local tennis stars (McCurry, Scollin 
and Hamilton) have faded into the dim 
past and Dendl and Al Martin are now 
the post heroes. Wendl is by far the 
favorite and it is a call for general dis- 
cussion when somebody asks why he was 
not put on the team. (Don’t mind that, 
“Squarehead”; get a new manager and 
write to us when you reach China.) 

The post baseball team brought home 
the bacon this year when they won 5 
out of 6 games played and took the cup 
from the Naval Hospital. Corporal 
Parks displayed wonderful form on the 
mound and won a reputation in the first 
game of the season when he shut the 
Navy Yard’s team out in a no hit, no 
run game, the score being 13-0. 

Private Roziecki is in charge of the 
pool room and gymnasium and he has 
made some changes for the betterment 
of the two places. It is rumored that he 
is taking reducing exercises but no 
change in his appearance has been noted 


Seventeen 


as yet. The suggestion that he go on 
a diet was made, but, needless to say, 
was promptly vetoed. Who can blame 
him when such fellows as Pfc. Mutchler 
(recently promoted) and Private Sherrill 
are our cooks? The mess sergeant, 
“Dutch” Hinrichs, has been trying to 
turn us native with food. About three 
times last week Mangoes were served for 
dinner. Corporal Goulette is the only 
mango enthusiast here—it is supposed 
that he learned to like them from being 
at the laundry every day. 

In the recent examination for promo- 
tion the folowing men were selected and 
promoted to the grades indicated. Cor- 
poral Bates to police sergeant and Cor- 
poral Richardson, ex-company clown, to 
sergeant; Privates First Class Parks, 
Perry, Stewart, Hinrichs and Venuti to 
corporal; and Privates Mutchler and 
Winfree to privates first class. Quite a 
number of stripes to “wet down” at one 
time, but would you believe that all the 
above named men were in from liberty 
before eleven o’clock the night follow- 
ing their promotions? These men sure 
showed pep on the field and deserve what 
they got, but despite the good showing 
they made, First Sergeant Ruetsch made 
them look dizzy on the extended order 
drills. Time does count, after all. 

Private Reffer, late of St. John, and 
known to us as.“Freddie,” is now the 
C. O.’s orderly and a fellow has to wear 
sun glasses to approach him in the light. 
No foolin’, that Freddie is simply daz- 
zling! 

Pfe. McCurry has received a few let- 
ters (not to mention those the writer of 
this has received) from Pfc. Stinnett, 
who was the cause of this column a few 
months ago. Stinnett is quite a poet, 
in his way. Some of his works are still 
on file here and can be had by his many 
scattered friends if they will write and 
send a label taken off any Scotch bottle. 
He was Gov. Evans’ chief orderly here 
and now, we learn, is doing orderly duty 
at the Naval War College at Newport, 
R. I. Best wishes, old pal. We are 
sure you will soon be the “Chief” there. 

The rifie range at St. Croix has been 
demolished and a new one is being made 
at Mosquito Bay, St. Thomas. Accord- 
ing to expectations, it will be completed 


Marines swimming in the harbor at Corinto, Nicaragua. 
of winter just around the corner, we are again reminded that none but the 
“idle rich” and the Marines are privileged to spend the winter months in such 

delightful surroundings. 


With the cold days 
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in a few months and will be better than 
the old one at St. Croix. Here we have 
a hill for a background, while in St. 
Croix there was a sandy beach which 
made the targets do all sorts of tricks 
when you got back at the 600-yard line. 

Sergeant Ferguson relieved Sergeant 
Ewing as N. C. O. in charge at St. Croix. 
He has Private Palm stirring the slum 
for the detachment and Private Dean 
taking care of the motor vehicles. Pri- 
vate W. L. Downing is the efficient mo- 
tion picture operator there. 

Corporal Venuti relieved Corporal 
Taylor as N. C. O. in charge at St. John. 
He carried Private J. L. Downing over 
to relieve Private Bold as radio operator. 
He also carried “Midget” Zawadski, star 
member of our baseball and volley bal! 
teams. We hope Midget will not resort 
to any of his jungle tricks during his 
stay in the lonely outpost. 

Liberty here has been cut from 0100 
to 2315. The reason is unknown, for 
the city patrol always reports: “All 
quiet and orderly.” 

Several members of the command are 
looking forward to a smoker scheduled 
to take place here on Labor Day night. 
Even Trumpeter Tate and Private Mon 
inger are working out. Eddie! what has 
happened to you and Walter? (Perhaps 
Helen and Olive can throw some light on 
the mystery.) 

Maybe we'll be with you next month 
and maybe we'll find a new “jaw-bone 
joint. ... 


THE OAHU MARINE GUARD 
By B. H. Joe 

Howdy, Gang! Here’s Oahu by the 
sea on the broadcast again. Joeb Smith, 
a gift to the main gate corporals’ relief, 
still holds first place in the chow line 
three times daily. In fact, if Joeb hap- 
pens to miss a step and loses out for 
number one front rank, he just refuses 
to eat; which is seldom. The few times 
that he misses chow results in a lot of 
good beans going to waste. I could men- 
tion many more chow hounds around 
here, but what’s the use? I’m one of 
them. 

I understand that (John Gilbert) Cos- 
ton, the red-hot company clown for the 
B. D. specials, has a new car, but the 
same girl friend. John is due to return 
to the land of riches soon, but it’s a good 
bet he doesn’t. 

Skinny Holloway, the flag and blinker 
whoist, is like an old maid. He doesn’t 
know what he wants, and he doesn’t 
want it after he gets it. He wanted to 
go to China, then to Spokane, Washing- 
ton; then he declared that he would re- 
main here. Two requests he made were 
disapproved. Now Hollaway is happy 
for the time being. 

We have a romeo here at this gallop- 
ing navy yard guard. He receives 
twenty or thirty letters each mail from 
the Dream Girl Correspondence Club 
somewhere out in the West. It seems he 
has a sweet line of chatter, for every 
young lady belonging to the club writes 
him of her troubles—at least that is 
what our “get-hot-on-the-broom” ser- 
geant tells me. This Rudy Vallee of 
Pearl Harbor answers to the name of 
Orr. 

We are expecting the “Texas” in the 
port of Honolulu the last of this month, 
although she will have been here and 
gone by the time this goes to press, also 
some of our gang may be gone, too, for 
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a swap here and a swap there is what 
they like. 

We are due for a new commandant 
soon, for Admiral Marvell has been on 
leave for quite a while. It is under- 
stood that a commandant will be arriv- 
ing here this month. 

The guards and parades are as usual: 
one parade a week and two days off for 
the post walkers’ section. 

Most of the boys are standing by for 
chow; but some of us are waiting for 
this month’s broadcast that is found in 
“The Leatherneck.” Give me a Chester- 
field and the broadcast and I'll be happy. 

News is short, for this island is small. 
Giving you the old farewell with the 
“Leis.” Alhoa Nui. 

MEMORIAL TO NAVAL VETERANS 
DEDICATED AT BOSTON 

A memoria! in honor of naval veterans 
of the World, Spanish and Civil wars 
was dedicated recently on the Strand- 
way, South Boston, by the Kearsarge 
Association of Na- 
val Veterans. More 
than 15,000  per- 
sons attended the 
ceremonies. The 
memorial is in the 
form of a fouled 
anchor and weighs 
1900 pounds. 

Before the dedi- 
cation there was a 
parade from H 
Street and _ the 
Strandway to the 
monument. The 
Navy Yard Band 
led the parade, fol- 
lowed by two com- 
panies of Marines 
and other units. 

The monument 
was presented to 
the City of Boston 

Ex-Marine E.A.Divver aS a permanent 

memorial by Boat- 
swain David I. King, 80 years old, a 
charter member of the Kearsarge Asso- 
ciation of Naval Veterans. 

The monument on the Strandway is 
believed to be the only one of its kind in 
the world dedicated exclusively to naval 
men. 

Commander Edward A. Divver of the 
Kearsarge Veterans, himself a former 
Marine and Spanish War veteran, ar- 
ranged the program. 


MARINE CORPS RADIO SCHOOL, 
MARINE BARRACKS, QUANTICO, 
VIRGINIA 
By Prior 

Hello everybody! We're on the air for 
a few moments to give you the oppor- 
tunity of “listening in” for a while on 
Quantico. 

Some of our far distant mates may be 
glad to hear from us again, and to learn 
of the latest movements and changes 
that have taken place recently here at 
the Radio School. To start up the old 
transmitter, on the 7th of July four 
students left for the U. S. Naval Radio 
Material School, Bellevue, D. C., which 
they are now attending. Names are: 
Privates Natole G. Brais, Spencer A. 
Macy, Kenneth O. Nay, and Donald C. 
Wolford. On 23 July, Sergeant Charles 
A. Curtin and Corporal Max F. William- 
son were transferred to Parris Island, 
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S. C., for duty at the branch Radio 
School located there. 26 July twenty 
new students joined from Marine Bar- 
racks, Parris Island, S. C. Names are: 
Privates Joe W. Backus, Clarence lL, 
Bjork, Owen W. Craig, Paul J. Dermigny, 
Anthony E. Fritz, Howard T. Galloway, 
James K. Jewell, Lowell C. Johnson, 
Julius Kish, John F. Martin, Roger P. 
Matheson, Alton T. Matthews, Olice L. 
Milner, Giles E. O’Neal, Andrew D. Piz. 
zini, Charles McD. Smith, Claude Stew- 
art, Floyd A. Walter, Joe E. Wrenn, and 
Irwin L. Zull. 29 July three students 
who were temporarily attached from Air. 
craft Squadrons, Brown Field, were 
graduated and returned to their organi- 
zation for duty at the Radio Station, 
Brown Field. Names are: Privates 
Joseph B. Bovey, Thomas A. Cappell, and 
William C. Salyer. 

31 July Sergeant Ralph W. Peterson 
and Corporal Carl N. White joined by 
staff returns from the Brigade Signa] 
Company, First Brigade Marines, Port ay 
Prince, Haiti. 6 August Lieutenant 
Jaime Sabater was detached for duty at 
the Naval Air Station, Hampton Roads, 
Virginia. 7 August: after this date it 
was noticed that (former) Corporal 
Joseph H. Lewis was wearing sergeant 
chevrons. 8 August six students (gradu- 
ates) and one instructor were transferred 
to Second Brigade Marines, Managua, 
Nicaragua, for duty as radiomen. They 
were: Corporal Frederick M. Stein- 
hauser, Privates Earl Aldred, Clarence 
F. Gentilcore, William E. Hicks, Leo J. 
Schick, Harold S. Ward, and Frank M. 
Wysaski. 11 August Lieutenant Walter 
A. Wachtler was temporarily attached 
for duty at the Radio School. 13 August 
five graduate students who had been on 
duty in Nicaragua since January, 1929, 
returned to Quantico, and are now in- 
structing in the Radio School. They are: 
Pfes. Rex P. Ellis and Ralph H. Inman; 
Privates Herbert B. Bridges, “Sharkey” 
W. Harrison, and Elmer (“Red”) F. 
Ross. 14 August Lieutenant Richard H. 
Schubert returned from thirty days 
leave. 19 August Sergeant Walter L. 
Grimm, who recently joined from Haiti, 
“shipped over.” 20 August the transfer 
of Sergeant Constantino Tatto, Corporal 
Walter E. Chrismas (who extended two 
years), Pfc. Frank C. Sheppard, and Pri- 
vate Charles E. Elmore was effective for 
transfer to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, 
China. 27 August new radio sets were 
being tested by Captain Glen C. Cole, 
from Headquarters, Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C.; Major W. G. Hawthorne, 
Lieutenant R. H. Schubert, and Lieuten- 
ant W. A. Wachtler, officers in charge of 
the Radio School. 

The transfer of First Sergeant Frank 
Martz to the Brigade Signal Company, 
First Brigade Marines, Port au Prince, 
Haiti, was effected on the Ist of Septem- 
ber. He has been on duty at the Radio 
School as first sergeant for almost a 
year, during which time he held the re- 
spect of all with whom he came in con- 
tact. The place he has so successfully 
held will no doubt be a rather hard one 
to fill, as he “top”ped the scales around 
the two hundred fifty mark. 

The operators, Corporals “Chisler” 
Lockard, “Eddie” Stachura, and “Jerry 
Williams, Pfes. “Abbie” Greenbaum and 
“Willie” Hensler, have been working the 
Lewisohm schooner, “Mopelia,” from 


“W3AWS” amateur radio station. The 
“Mopelia” is a privately owned yacht of 
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Count von Luckner, who, during the 
World War, was in command of the Ger- 
man raider “Emden,” which preyed on 
the merchant marine of the Pacific and 
Indian oceans. The yacht “Mopelia” is 
making a cruise of the West Indies and 
South America, the cruise ending 31 
August, at New York. She will sail 
from there for Germany on 6 September. 
A trophy is offered by Count Von Luck- 
ner for the best amateur radio station 
service given during his cruise, and you 
may rest assured that the Marines are 
out to win the honor of receiving it. 


NAVY MINE DEPOT, YORKTOWN, 
VIRGINIA 
By Simp 

Cupid, Robin Hood, William Tell, or 
what have you, is in our midst and the 
poor defenseless Leathernecks at this 
post are taking cover where, when and 
how they can. The Top Kick’s latest 
consists of a bow and arrows. He has 
lost one arrow and come within six feet 
of the target at this writing. All hands 
expect the apple act next, but no one has 
volunteered to furnish the head to bal- 
ance it on—yet. 

Williamsburg has become very, very 
popular the last month or so for some 
reason. There happens to be a hospital 
there and as nurses are usually found in 
or near hospitals, there can be only one 
answer. Corporal Seeker was heard 
humming a song the other day that ran 
something like this: “I don’t want to get 
well, I’m in love with a beautiful nurse.” 

Some sez there ain’t no sich animule 
as a good Marine, but we lost one last 
month in the person of Lieutenant T. J. 
Crawford, who was detached to Nica- 
ragua. The entire command wishes him 
the best of luck at his new station. We 
consider ourselves lucky in getting a new 
C. 0. like Captain W. T. H. Galliford, 
who relieved Lieutenant Crawford. 

Privates Isdell and Huck re-enlisted 
some time ago, but were transferred to 
Hampton Roads. Something seems to 
tell me that Nicaragua or Haiti is going 
to gain two new men... . 

Corporals Robinson and Simpson made 
a trip to Richmond the other night and 
got back in the wee sma’ hours, much 
wiser than they were before. Dirty 
work at the crossroads. .. . 

Sergeant Caven’s $40.00 allotment is 
a source of irritation to certain of the 
boys. He says that is the only way he 
can keep his money. Here is another 
way, Sergeant—two aces and a razor 
beat three deuces every night in the 
week, and remember that when you get 
caught bluffing you lose. 

On July 4th the baseball team won a 
double header from the Holdcroft Ath- 
letic Club 17-4, 9-2. In passing, it is 
only fair to state that the Marines have 
won all four games played with Hold- 
croft, and that these are the only de- 
feats the Holdcrofters have suffered this 
year. On July 8th Surrey walloped us 
to the tune of a 13-4 score. July 15th 
the Marines defeated the A & P stores 
of Newport News, Va., 10-2. July 24th 
the Tidewater Club and Marines battled 
for fourteen innings, the final score be- 
Ing 11-11. Our doughty first sergeant 
saved the day—so he says—with a two- 
bagger. Believe it or not, on July 26th 
Surrey again took the large end of a 
9-7 seore, and August 9th the Williams- 
pure T & B Club won by a nose (bag), 
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Private First Class Foy has sworn off 
boats since the day he went out in one 
and had to swim back. About two-thirds 
of the way back he had to call for help. 
Private Stoughton dived in to help him, 
and the boat crew finally had to rescue 
both of them. A great time was had by 
all, except the two in the water. 

Corporal Hedges has sold his car since 
acquiring a ball and chain on July 5th. 
Says he can’t afford both a wife and a 
car. Most of us would be better satisfied 
with the car. 

We are hoping to start giving our 
monthly dances soon. They were dis- 
continued during the summer because of 
the heat. The Naval Training Station 
orchestra at Hampton Roads has been 
the main reason for the success of our 
dances here. They are a peppy bunch of 
music makers and we hope to have them 
with us again. 

SERGEANT MAJOR TO RECEIVE 

HONORS 
By Cpl. Geo. W. Ziehl 

Quantico, Va.—Sergeant Major Charles 
A. White, U. S. M. C., will be presented 
with a certificate of merit given to him 


Sergeant Major Charles A. White 


by the Republic of Haiti. He is the first 
American to receive such recognition 
from the Haitian Government. 

This will be presented at a parade and 
all formal honors to the Sergeant Major 
given. The certificate reads as follows: 

To First Lieutenant Charles A. White, 
Garde d’ Haiti, for extraordinary and 
superior service in the duty assigned 
him as officer on the staff of the Head- 
quarters, Garde d’ Haiti, during a period 
of five years, and three months, dis- 
tinguishing himself by exceptional com- 
petence, loyalty, and devotion in the ac- 
complishment of his duty. 

(s) EUGENE RAY, 
President of Haiti. 


Just Sore at the World 
Quantico, Va.—First Sergeant Earl O. 
Carlson, U. S. M. C., in interview with 
the writer gives his views of how the 


Nineteen 


Marine Corps should be run thereby get- 


ting good discipline. 

The C. O. of the company should at 
all times wear a sword and be very hard 
boiled. When a man came into the office 
for any request he should not get it, and 
if he put his hand upon the desk to 
strike him with the sword. The com- 
pany clerk would then open the door and 
the first sergeant would have the honor 
of kicking him out. 

Reveille should be at 4:00 a. m. and 
bunks should be made up by 4:15 a. m. 
There should be no week-end liberty and 
people should not go to the movies at 
night. A deserter should be shot, no 
questions asked, how or why. 

There should be at least three inspec- 
tions weekly one in the uniform of the 
day and in the evening white-blue-white. 

But for all of this Top Carlson is one 
of the best first sergeants in the Marine 
Corps. His pay rolls are handed in every 
month free from all corrections, and this 
is the third month that he has not re- 
ceived some red ink marks. Darn good 
—every letter typed in his office is the 
neatest piece of .work you could come 
across, and he really is liked. 


Men That Are Forgotten 

Quantico, Va.—It seems strange that 
different deeds men do in the service are 
soon forgotten. The case of Quarter- 
master Sergeant Warren L. Granger, U. 
S. M. C., is one of them. How many 
others are there, why not dig us some oi 
these and let the newcomers into the Ma- 
rines know what some of the old-timer: 
have done. The Marines of today are 
quite a lot different although there is 
not much occasion for them to do any- 
thing startling. Look in some of the 
old-timers’ record books and you find 
some very interesting letters. Here is 


Granger’s. He was awarded the Navy 
Cross in 1926, 
Citation: 


For extraordinary heroism and fear- 
less devotion to duty. He at the time of 
the first explosion was visiting some 
friends about two miles distant from the 
Naval Ammunition Depot and immedi- 
ately proceeded by automobile to the 
Mail Cannon Gate of the Picatinny 
Arsenal, where he remained on duty for 
twenty-five hours while shells and debris 
were falling around the sentry box from 
which he was sending and receiving mes- 
sages in connection with the disaster. 
His messages were the first official noti- 
fication of the disaster. 

For the President, 

CURTIS D. WILBUR, 
Sect. of the Navy. 


ONE-MAN ARMY SAILS TO SAMOA 

San Francisco, June 23 (U. S.).—The 
entire United States Marine Corps of 
American Samoa, dressed in a new uni- 
form and accompanied by his wife, to- 
day was enroute to Pago Pago aboard 
the Matson liner “Sonoma.” 

He is Sergeant Leslie J. Burrows, who 
has been transferred from Washington 
to duty on the little South Sea Island, 
where he will be commanding officer of 
Marines—the Corps consisting of only 
himself. Burrows will be the only Ma- 
rine on the Island. 

His tour of duty will be three years, 
during which time he will be in com- 
mand of the native constabulary, made 
up of Samoan ex-chiefs who have sworn 
allegiance to Uncle Sam. 
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Twenty 


INFANTRY WEAPON SCHOOL, SAN 
DIEGO, CALIFORNIA 

The first course in the school, which 

started July 7th and ended August Ist, 

1930, completed the following instruction 
to a class of twenty-eight men: 


Hrs. of 
Subject Instruction 

Browning Automatic Rifle...... 33 
Thompson Sub-machine Gun.... 14 
Automatic Pistol ....... l 
37-mm. Gun ....... ‘ 9 
3” Trench Mortar .. 6 
5 
Browning Machine Gun........ 25 

Total Hours......... 93 


As the Browning automatic rifle is a 
squad weapon a complete course of in- 
struction in that weapon was given, in- 
cluding a preliminary and record firing 
of Course A. Ninety-three per cent of 
the students qualified as marksman au- 
tomatic rifle or better. 

A special course was fired with the 
Thompson Sub-machine gun, which in- 
cluded a skirmish run embodying sur- 
prise targets. Each firer from the prone 
position at 200 yards was furnished with 
two magazines, each containing twenty 
rounds, and was assigned a block of five 
targets. At the signal “commence fir- 
ing,” five E targets appeared succes- 
sively at different target spaces for each 
exposure, each target being exposed for 
five seconds with an interval of five 
seconds between exposures. At this 
range the firer used a sand bag rest. 
After the exposure of the fifth target 
the firer advanced to the 100-yard firing 
point and again took up the prone posi- 
tion with the sand bag rest. An in- 
terval of seventy-five seconds was al- 
lowed for this forward march of 100 
yards. At this firing point the same 
procedure was followed as at 200 yards 
except that F targets were used. After 
the exposure of the fifth target the firer 
advanced to the 50 yards firing point 
and assumed the sitting position, being 
allowed forty seconds to reach the firing 
point. At the 50-yard firing point two 
E targets appeared simultaneously one 
yard apart and moved at an even pace 
from left to right across the block of 
target spaces assigned the firer. These 
two targets were exposed for ten sec- 
onds. After the exposure of these tar- 
gets the firer advanced to the 25-yard 
firing point, being allowed 20 seconds to 
reach that line. At this range the firer, 
from the standing position and from the 
hip, fired at a group of three E targets 
one foot apart, the targets being exposed 
for ten seconds. The firer was permitted 
to fire as many shots at each target as 
he saw fit, not exceeding the total of 
forty supplied him for the course. One 
point was scored for each hit and two 
points for each target hit, a maximum of 
seventy points being possible. It is be- 
lieved that this course, as outlined above, 
is an excellent one, bearing in mind the 
probable use of the gun and its charac- 
teristics. 

A refresher course of one hour in the 
automatic pistol was given to brush up 
on nomenclature, stripping and as- 
sembling. 

A total of fifteen hours was given in 
the howitzer weapons (37 mm. gun and 
%” trench mortar). This course included 
demonstration firing on the rifle range. 

The grenade course included practice 
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in throwing dummy and practice hand 
and rifle grenades and throwing live 
fragmentation and smoke hand grenades. 
The course of twenty-five hours given 
in the Browning machine gun was just 
sufficient to give each student a working 
knowledge of the nomenclature, strip- 
ping, assembling, functioning and ma- 
nipulation of the gun. No great stress 
was laid on marksmanship due to the 
shortness of the course in this weapon, 
but at the close of the course those men 
who showed excellent manipulation and 
good marksmanship during the firing of 
the machine gun on the 1,000 yard range 
were permitted to fire the B course for 
record. Of the seven men who fired for 
record 100% qualified—one as first class 
gunner and six as second class gunners. 
—Marine Base Bulletin. 


MARINES AID V. F. W. IN BALTI- 
MORE ENCAMPMENT 

The Marines were well represented on 
September second at the thirty-first na- 
tional encampment of the Veterans of 
Foreign Wars, Baltimore, Maryland. 
Aside from many ex-Marines affiliated 
with veterans’ organizations, the band 
and a detachment from Quantico, and a 
contingent of the 20th Marines were in 
the line of march. It was a gigantic 
parade, one of the largest ever staged in 
Baltimore. Some sixty bands and drum 
and bugle corps furnished the music for 
the miles long column. 

President Hoover led the parade and 
he was immediately followed by the 
band and Quantico detachment of Ma- 
rines and a detachment of bluejackets. 
The infantry, cavalry, and artillery of 
the Army came next, and the quarter- 
master portable machine shop rolled 
along while a mechanic demonstrated 
its utility enroute. All manner of ord- 
nance, from small bore to heavy field 
guns, can be repaired in this auto-ma- 
chine shop. 

A delegation of veterans from nearly 
every State was present, and their 
snappy uniforms enlivened and colored 
the column. Confetti showered down 
on the marchers like snow, and, as usual, 
the Marines received a mighty ovation 
from the spectators. 

Before the parade disbanded a heavy 
rain poured down, lasting thirty minutes 
and ceasing as suddenly as it began. 

The evening was given over to a car- 
nival of athletics, and 30,000 people 
crowded into the stadium to witness the 
events. The first was the quarter mile 
dash, in which Lieutenant Dailey of the 
Quantico Marines finished third, trailing 
two Baltimore policemen. The second 
event was the medley relay race. The 
police copped this also, with the Marines 
pulling up from a bad fourth to finish 
second; thereby leading all other service 
teams and placing second in the track 
events. 

The sea soldiers were less successful in 
the boxing matches, taking the short end 
of the three bouts in which they partici- 
pated. It was a nicely balanced card 
of seven bouts and three wrestling 
matches, in which Jim Londos, the 
world’s champion, met Boris Demitroff 
as the feature attraction. 

In the first bout Georgie Tauff, Coas 
Guard, defeated Barney Fried, U. S. 
Army, 115 pounders, in a three-round 
go. The second scrap, 125-pound class, 
went to Thomas Horn. Maryland Na- 
tional Guard, when he outpointed Irving 
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Pierce, U. S. Navy, who substituted for 
E. V. Miles. In the third bout, 135 
pounds, Jimmy Diaz, U. S. Marines, lost 
to Willie Parrish, Maryland National 
Guard. The fourth bout, 145 pounds, 
Sid Taylor of the Coast Guard, defeated 
Kid Mayer, U. S. Marines. In the 160- 
pound class, Joe Bennett, U. S. Navy, 
lost to Matty Keppinger, U. S. Army. 
Artie Carr, Coast Guard, took the deci- 
sion over W. Cleer, U. S. Army, 175 
pounds. This was the best bout of the 
ecard and the fighters had to put on an 
extra round before the judges could de- 
cide. In the unlimited class, B. B. Smith, 
U. S. Navy, outpointed Jim Hill, U. §. 
Marines. 

All bouts were for inter-service cham- 
pionship, Eastern Division. The pro- 
moters are to be congratulated for the 
excellence of the program. 


FROM THE RECRUITING OFFICE 
By Sergeant Conrad Krieger 

It is only natural that many of our 
modern Marines look back upon the time 
when they first applied for enlistment. 
If they recall every detail which trans- 
pired at the recruiting office, they must 
admit that passing the physical and tech- 
nical requirements was by no means a 
simple matter. And the old adage, “any- 
body can enter the service,” is a gross 
misrepresentation of the personnel stand- 
ard of our Corps. The incident which 
perhaps impressed you most deeply at 
the time, was when the first sergeant 
began quizzing you regarding parentage, 
age, moral character and etc. Probably 
the buddie with whom you had been as- 
sociating for months was rejected be- 
cause of some handicap which in your 
opinion was a trivial one. This, how- 
ever, reveals the serious obligation the 
recruiting service owes the Marine Corps. 
Consequently when a recruiter meets a 
prospect, here are some of the defects 
for which he looks: Is the prospect of 
criminal character and has he ever 
been convicted of a crime? Can he ap- 
preciate instructions concerning neatness 
and sanitation? Would Marines respect 
his presence within the company, to ac- 
cupy the same squad room or perhaps 
sleep in the same tent with him out in 
the field? Will the examination find him 
mentally and physically sound? Con- 
clusively, it requires a lot to become a 
Marine. 

From the Recruiting Office 

An applicant rejected at this office on 
account of his criminal record, stated 
that the first sergeant’s so-called “third 
degree” was the most constructive and 
ascertaining method of quizzing he had 
ever experienced. 

Nothing can persuade a young man to 
change his mind once he is determined to 
join the Marine Corps. This fact was 
exemplified at a certain sub-station. The 
applicant was a robust lad of eighteen. 
The non-com in charge wired to the ap- 
plicant’s parents for verification and con- 
sent; the parents resided less than sixty 
miles away. Instead of answering the 
telegram the parents jumped into their 
car and came in to have a talk with their 
venturesome son. The incidents, as be- 


low outlined, ended in a dramatic episode. 
Scene 1—Recruiting Office 
Characters: 
Pa—A vigorous man, face honest but 
pugnacious. 
Ma—Elderly; submissive and sweet. 
Son—Chip of the old block. 
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(Pa enters office followed by Ma.) 
Son: “Hello, Pa. I’m joining the Ma- 
” 

Pa: “You are, eh? Well, I’m still a- 
runnin’ this family and don’t forget it.” 

Son: “Pa, I’ve grown up most as big 
as you. You'll not boss me any more, 
now get that!” (Son’s temper flares; 
gets up and paces floor trying to re- 
strain himself.) 

Pa (his temper also rising to a pitch): 
“Ma, the boy is beginnin’ to feel his oats. 
Somethin’ must be done.” (Addressing 
recruiter): “Did he pass a good exami- 
nation and are there opportunities for 
him?” 

Recruiter: “Physically, he’s perfect. 
But, of course, Mr. ‘B,’ we prefer the 
good will of the parents in preference to 
the applicant. If you folks object to his 
enlistment, we shall not take him. You 
see, it is not the policy of the Marine 
Corps to break up family ties in order to 
obtain enlistments. In regards to oppor- 
tunities, there are plenty, of course. How- 
ever, it is better we discuss that later.” 

Pa: “Ma, what’ll we do? The boy’s 
mind is set.” 

Ma: “Well, you’re both so much alike; 
use your own judgment.” 

Son: “If you don’t let me enlist I'll 
forget you ever were my parents, you—” 
(son mumbles bad words about Pa). 

Pa: “Well, I’ll be Say, no kid o’ 
mine can talk thata way to me by gad! 
I'll give you somethin’ by which to re- 
member me as long as you live. Come 
here!” (Pa grabs son by nape of neck, 
jerks him across his knees and deals him 
a sound trouncing). 

Pa: “Now do you still insist?” 

Son: “You’re dog-gone right!” 

Pa: “Absolutely! No son o’ mine 
would let a little thing like a beatin’ 
change his mind. Here, I want to sign 
the consent papers.” (Parents proudly 
sign papers.) 

a: “At last, Ma, we have raised a 


Ma: “Write at least once a week, 
sonny.” 

(Exit parents. Curtain.) 

Shortly afterwards Ma and Pa receive 
a letter quoted, “ ... and not only is the 
Marine Corps a splendid outfit, but they 
have men here for every size and pur- 
pose, even for Pa’s type. Have seen the 
Christmas dinner menu; what a feed 
that will be! I'll tell you about it in 
my next letter...” 

A word to “outsiders” who are de- 
sirous of getting into the Marine Corps. 
If you are employed, don’t quit your job 
and pack your suitcase before applying 
for enlistment. Here is the correct pro- 
cedure: Don’t quit your job, but make 
up your mind to inquire about the Ma- 
rines; seek a recruiting station, take the 
examination. If you pass all require- 
ments, quit your job, pack your suitcase, 
then make up your mind to become a first 
class he-Marine. 


MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS, QUAN- 
TICO, VIRGINIA 
By Gosh! 

Everybody else seems to be having 
their little say-so each month in “The 
Leatherneck”—so why shouldn’t we? 
Huh? O. K. Here she goes: 

The pinochle quartet, consisting of 
Grubaugh, Owens, English, and Mechan, 
with substitutes Schilp and the Polock, 
has been going strong. Every night, and 
at odd moments during the day they may 


be seen scurrying to an empty bunk, 
where they quickly spread the necessary 
blanket and commence the deal. They 
play a lively game, and boys, we sure 
enjoy the debates! 

Chief Pressman Cheslock has had a 
lesson in spelling. There’s only one “L” 
in that word, isn’t there, Johnny? The 
Polock’s getting high-hat with his big 
cigars and silk skivvies. Don’t know 
where the underwear came from, but 
his fingers are all bruised up—and that’s 
that about the cigars. 

“Sleepy” Sheets has been living up to 
his nickname—his bunk sags in the mid- 
dle and his mattress is well pressed. 
Yeh, there’s a reason for all his good 
looks—beauty sleep does it! But Larry 
will come to life when he gets busy with 
the old pig-skin. Football practice has 
begun, and “Sleepy” is expected to make 
the team. Here’s to you, big boy! 

Greenaway runs a close second to 
Larry when it comes to dozing the hours 
away. Afraid you’re out of luck, Earl, 
Sheets has had more practice. These 
endurance contests seem to be all the 
rage—but don’t worry, Greenaway, some- 
body loves you. (Now, how far is it to 
Alexandria ? ) 

Warner is the company runner. He 
has a bicycle, but he says it is too slow 
for a man of his type, and that he can 
out-run it any day. He is also one of 
our volley ball stars—he always plays 
for the other side. 

Moffatt, speed king on the mimeo- 
graph, has been promoted to pressman, 
and is now making the wheels fly in the 
pressroom. Busy as he is, it doesn’t pre- 
vent him from frequent trips to Balti- 
more and vicinity. 

Charley Kerstetter has returned from 
furlough. Looks kinda thin, but he’s still 
the big MCS man, smiling and happy. 
She musta been nice, Charley. 

Anderson is our photographer. He is 
the best in the post, and may be seen 
wherever there is a parade or review. 
Go to it, Schmuck, we like to have our 
pictures taken. 

Sgt. Bill Shimp steps out often to 
Washington, Baltimore, and all points 
East. But it’s no wonder, for his home 
is only in Baltimore—and he knows ’em 
all, 

Kemp, our carpenter, has fallen for the 
fair sex—or else it’s hay fever. He goes 
around all day with that far-away look 
on his face that means only one thing. 
Ain’t it great, kid? 

Lusby is the champion tooth-grinder 
and also our police sergeant. The other 
day he got his police gang together and 
commenced work. The above mentioned 
police gang, however, only consisted of 
Pfe. Lusby, and one other—himself! 
(Lusby’s favorite song now is: “Me and 
My Shadow.”) 

Accompanied by the Post Band, our 
outfit greeted Brigadier General Berkeley, 
who arrived at Quantico on August 27th 
to take command of the Marine Corps 
Schools Detachment. We bid him wel- 
come, and wish him a pleasant tour of 
duty here. 

By the time this is being read, school 
will have opened and we will be busy 
preparing the studies for the company 
and field officers courses. We have a 
long winter ahead of us—the time of 
year when we work hardest—and we've 
got to get an early start to make a good 
showing. 
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NAVAL TORPEDO STATION, NEW- 
PORT, RHODE ISLAND 
By H&S 

Our new Top Kick is none other than 
First Sergeant Thomas W. P. Murphy, 
fresh from Brooklyn. First Sergeant 
James Scott went sea-going—the U. S. 
S. “Arizona.” The boys all wish you 
luck in ridding yourself of that excess 
weight, Top. The new Top is quite a 
baseball fan. He manages the N. C. O. 
team and to date they have won one and 
lost one. The championship should be 
played very soon. Naturally the Pri- 
vates will win as they are just leading 
the Non-Coms along. The old saying 
that a person must start at the bottom 
and work up is correct. The Privates 
carry that slogan as their starting aim. 

Now we’ll try to give you the right 
dope on who’s who and what they do. 
In the main office we have Murphy, 
Scheffer, Scott, and a blue-eyed boy by 
the name of Morton. The Morton boy is 
the answer to a maiden’s prayer. In 
other words, he’s got IT, THEM, THOSE 
and THESE. Ask Parker—he knows. 
In the Quartermaster Scott and Schor- 
nak see that the boys are properly 
clothed and checked. The last Gyrenes 
to be hit hard by the Q. M. was Pri- 
vates Payne and Morton. Good looks 
don’t count in this office, Morton. In 
the Radio and Pool Table Department 
we have Shanahan, Bell, and Crabbs. It 
seems as if these boys just don’t like 
the sights in Newport. In all, we have 
the Irish, Poles, Swedes, Limey’s, Danes, 
French, Clamdiggers and Jews to repre- 
sent our happy Marine detachment. 
When it comes to drill, we are one of 
the best if not the best. To find this 
out, one should come over and watch 
the boys go through their stunts on the 
field. First Sergeant Murphy is our 
drill master and how that man can put 
the boys on parade! In other words, 
anyone wishing to get the straight dope 
on soldiering should join the Newport 
Marine guard. 

Sergeant Dickson returned from his 
visit in the Tennessee hills, where he 
was out ’possum hunting. Now watch 
him roll some of his line to the girls 
here. Sergeant Yelanich didn’t like the 
publicity we gave him last month and 
wants us to be more lenient with him 
hereafter. O. K., Anthony, from now 
on your girl isn’t going to know what 
Tony did for his country. 

This mciuth’s story is awarded to Pri- 
vate William Crabbs’ company barber 
technique. In Indiana, where Crabbs 
resides when he isn’t working for the 
Government, they have a tendency for 
feeding the boys beans three times a 
day. Anyway, it got to be a pain in the 
neck to Dear Willie to see them hand 
out beans morning, noon and night. 
Finally, he went to Indianapolis to see 
what he could do to remedy the situa- 
tion. Up steps a Marine sergeant and 
wants to know what’s on Crabbs’ mind. 
After Willie explained his case, he was 
referred to join the Marines, where they 
fed you different chow every day. 
Crabbs wished to be sent to Newport. 
His wish granted, he started and ar- 
rived. One look at Willie made one 
think he was looking at a living skele- 
ton. After three weeks of eating our 
wonderful “Like Mother Used to Make” 
meals, Crabbs began to look like him- 
self. Today, after being here six months, 
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he looks like one of Earle Liederman’s 
students. Chicken on Sundays, ice 
cream every other day, fresh bread— 
what more does a hick from Indiana 
want? (By the way, this is a shipping 
over case.) 

Corporal Buhr of Gould Island, one 
of the best singers in this community, is 
coming over to sing for the boys. He’s 
getting to be so popular that they even 
want him over at the North Pole Thea- 
tre, one of the new shows recently built 
in Newport. Now, listen, Buhr, don’t 
blame me for all this. Corporals Gordon 
and Dodican hold down the government 
landing, and how! A person can always 
find one of them there 24 hours a day. 

In closing, Sergeant E. A. Murphy 
wishes the Jews a merry time this month 
on their holidays, or passover, or what 
have you? 


GREETINGS FROM THE UL. S. S. 
“COLORADO” 
By Danielson 
Dear Folks: 

We have just held a council of war 
and decided that we need some publicity, 
and a little sympathy would be in order, 
too. Thank you! 

Here we are holed up in the Brooklyn 
Navy Yard for six months. New York 
is a great old town but as the months 
roll by the bright lights seem to lose 
their glamour—and now we wanna go 
home. We don’t mind it so much our- 
selves, but how about the poor, unpro- 
tected little girls back on the West Coast? 
It’s too bad, girls, but just keep on wait- 
ing. We'll get back there as soon as we 
can get this mighty super-dreadnaught 
back into commission again. 

Yes, friends, we had a fire on board 
while in the tropics. And a real fire it 
was. It burned out two or three com- 
partments, a few ma.yazines, and a lot 
of little things we needed to make knots 
with. 

We are getting a brand new five-inch 
battery installed, so that makes us al- 
most a cinch for a large quantity of 
“E’s” next short range. 

And Marines play baseball! We easily 
carried away all the honors in our recent 
inter-divisional series and now the cap- 
tain of the “Colorado” is going to present 
us with a nice shiny new cup (congratu- 
lations will be accepted by mail or by 
bull cart). 

And now just a word about a few of 
the gang. Gustafson is married and 
comes aboard occasionally to see us. 
Sarri, of Nicaraguan fame, is still buck- 
ing for gunner’s mate. Caffin broke one 
of his flippers and now Ziegfeld’s Follies 
have to get along without him. Wells 
doesn’t play tiddledewinks any more. He 
says it is too rough a game. 

See you in the Old Soldier’s Home, 
mates. 


GOING TO BERMUDA? 

Fred C. Barnes, who is now printer 
for the Belmont Manor and Golf Club, 
Bermuda, writes a few paragraphs of the 
winter playground, and promises an in- 
teresting time in store for any Marines 
who drop in on him. He mentions that 
Lieutenant and Mrs. Peffly were guests 
for a short time and were pleased with 
the place and service. He further writes: 

“IT am enclosing $5.00 for two years 
subscription as I don’t want to miss this 
magazine for anything. I would like the 
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Corps to know through ‘The Leatherneck’ 
that at any time that any Marines are 
coming to Bermuda want to be sure and 
stop at the Belmont as we will see that 
they are looked after in the best man- 
ner.” 

That seems to be a pretty good in- 
ducement and an invitation for more 
than ordinary service and entertainment. 


Will be very glad to hear from 
my old buddies who were in the 
10th Regiment from July, 1924, to 
July, 1928. Address mail to Roy 
A. Robbins, 333 Wise St., States- 
ville, N. C. 


KNOCKS FROM THE MOTOR TRANS- 
PORT COMPANY AND GARAGE 
By Harry J. Kuhns 

The populace of Quantico is due for 
a surprise when this outfit steps out for 
the next inspection in these hyar neck 
of the woods, as all hands are busily en- 
gaged painting and polishing up the mo- 
tor vehicles in double time. 

We are also painting on the sides of 
our trucks an insignia that looks some- 
thing like a pair of wings taking off with 
some sort of helmet or what have you. 
No; again you are wrong in your deduc- 
tions, as it does not signify the San 
Domingo hurricane. Nor does it signify 
that the motor transport is getting high 
hat, as some of our friends maintain. 

The Commanding General’s escort, con- 
sisting of two Harley Davidson motor- 
cycles of the latest type, are manned by 
riders of the most courageous brand, 
namely: Corporal Cave and Private Mel- 
lott. Both of these boys are crack riders 
but let’s hope that they don’t have the 
misfortune of cracking up. 

The great Quantico water shortage 
has let up somewhat and it was indeed a 
sight for sore eyes to see some of our 
brilliant mechanics with clean faces. 

The volley ball outfit has shown its 
real worth by defeating the hard hitting 
Service Company two games in succes- 
sion. This was a terrific blow to the 
Service Company and their first sergeant 
was grief stricken as he is also a member 
of the team. His fine playing for the 
company isn’t to be snickered at. 

Gunnery Sergeant Jajiello is to be 
complimented on the way he has accom- 
plished the transfer of the tool room. 
Good work, Jack. It is pleasant to know 
where to find a wheel puller or left-hand 
screwdriver, especially when one has mo- 
tor trouble. 

The best part of the Motor Transport 
is Sergeant Thacker. You can’t get any- 
thing from that guy unless you sign for 
it and have the C. O. witness the trans- 
action. A real stockroom keeper if there 
ever was one. 


ETHER PUBLICITY 

First Sergeant Eder states that the 
versatile publicity sergeant, Dean C. 
Barnum of his district, has a good many 
ideas of his paternal grandparent “P. 
T.” Barnum, as far as publicity goes. 

The Kansas City District was very 
fortunate in being able to procure broad- 
casting time, through the kind offices of 
Mr. Al Stone, program director of W. 
H. B., to broadcast a series of talks on 
the Marine Corps, which is being called 
“Into the Four Corners of the Globe, 
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with the Marines,” and consists of a 
fifteen minute talk each Monday, Wed- 
nesday and Friday afternoon at 5:15 

The actual experiences and history of 
the doings of the “Leathernecks” from 
the time of their organization on up 
through the years to include the late 
history that was made by the Marines 
in France will be broadcasted. 

The “Signature Song,” or theme music 
for the background of these talks, is 
none other than “Semper Fidelis” as 
played by the Marine Band under the 
direction of Captain Branson, U. S. M. 
C., leader, and is a Victor phonograph 
recording. This stirring music is a won- 
derful background at the beginning and 
end of each of these talks, and there 
have been many comments of a compli- 
mentary nature from a large audience of 
listeners. 

Sergeant Barnum is the recipient of 
much “Fan” mail from his evidently 
large invisible audience, and it certainly 
is gratifying to read some of the en- 
thusiastic letters received, one of which 
we give you below: 

Kansas City, 
July 12, 1930. 
Dear Radio Friend: 

I heard your talk last night about the 
Marines. I enjoyed it very much and 
hope to be able to listen in on them 
again. 

It is sure a wonderful thing to be able 
to join the Marines and travel around 
the world. 

I sure wish I were a man as I would 
surely join the Marines. It is a wonder- 
ful education. I would appreciate re- 
ceiving the souvenir you mentioned. 
Wishing you all the best of everything, 

Your radio friend, 
MISS ESTHER HILSCHER, 
1234 Reynolds Ave., 
Kansas City, Mo. 

The souvenir mentioned in the letter, 
is being sent out to all radio listeners 
who acknowledge the receipt of the 
broadcast by phone, letter or wire, and is 
the MCRB 58168 publicity pamphlet, 
“The Marines’ Hymn,” with a very nice 
four-color reproduction of the proverbial 
“Landing of the Marines” on the front 
cover. 

In addition, through the kindness of 
Lieutenant Gordon Hall, the editor, Ser- 
geant Barnum is permitted to announce 
that each month, for a period of six 
months, an annual subscription to the 
“Leatherneck” will be given away to the 
ex-Marine who acknowledges the receipt 
of the Marine program, who lives the 
farthest from Kansas City, Mo. 

The lucky ex-Marine to get the first 
subscription was Mr. Melvin Bryant, of 
Grandview, Arkansas, R. R. No. 1 (a 
distance of 193 miles from Kansas City, 
Mo.), who writes in that he is enjoying 
the programs immensely. 

The decoration on the “Circus” sign 
side-boards on the truck is the Winferior 
decorating (as Barnum calls it) of the 
Publicity Sergeant D. C. Barnum, who 
performs at the microphone at W 
(The Cook Paint & Varnish Company 
Station) in these interesting talks. 


WELLS AT QUANTICO, VA. 
On the 27th of August, 1930, the sum 
of $36,082.00 was alloted from the Me 
rine Corps general expenses appropria 
tion by Brigadier General Hugh Mat- 
thews, the Quartermaster of the Marine 
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Corps, in order that the Chief of the 
Bureau of Yards and Docks, Navy De- 
partment, might accept the lowest satis- 
factory bids for providing two new 
gravel packed wells, equipped with 
pumps, all complete, at the Marine Bar- 
racks, Quantico, Va. 

The contractor for this work is the 
Layne-Atlantic Company, Bank of Com- 
merce Building, Norfolk, Va. 

The work includes the construction of 
two gravel wall wells having a combined 
capacity of not less than 1,000,000 gal- 
lons of water per day, and the provision 
and installation of a motor-driven deep 
well turbine pump and equipment for 
each well. 

Each pump is intended to deliver at 
least 350 gallons of water per minute. 

The contractor is to complete the work 
within 200 calendar days of notice to 
proceed. 


CARIBBEAN CHORTLES 
By Two Future Mess Cooks 
For the first time in history, the Ma- 
rine Guard (?) of the good ship “Ashe- 
ville” is seeking the light of publicity. 
Heretofore, we have enjoyed (?) a wide 
variety of “publicity,” and now desire to 
let the Marine Corps know about us. 
We are in the Marine Corps, you know, 
strange as it may seem. 
Time: September, 1930. 
Place: Puerto Cabezas on the Mosquito 
Coast. 
Reason: Is that necessary ? 


Now listen, children, and you shall hear 
Of the wonderful sight and the flowing 
beer, 
Long liberties and delicious chow— 
Have we got ’em?—And how! 


First, a short description of the U. S. 
S. “Asheville.” It is a gunboat of the 
Special Service Squadron, launched in 
1921, and formerly a happy home for 
the Yangtze and South China patrol of 
the Asiatic Fleet. The “Ash-Can-Maru” 
is about 225 feet long (we expect to 
grow some) and possesses the enormous 
draft of 11 feet 9 inches. So you see 
we are hardly in the class of the “Sarah” 
or the “Lex.” 

The detachment is one of the happiest 
we've seen—why not? Delicious chow 
(ask McNamara), plenty of liberty (ask 
Dial), excellent sleeping facilities (ask 
Davis), and hot and cold running water 
in every compartment. Our guard is 
composed of 27 “thirty-year” men. We 
are always on the go. Two months in 
Puerto Cabezas and one month in Colon. 
Have you ever been to Puerto Cabezas? 
It’s a summer resort on the Mosquito 
Coast—very fashionable. They have a 
dock here. We like the dock so much we 
always try to take it with us. 

We are (to be very modest) the snap- 
piest detachment in the squadron. You 
can actually see the skipper’s chest swell 
with pride when he sees us. You never 
hear of any of the gang being restricted 
for a crummy inspection, as is the rule 
on the other banana boats, we hear. 

There is a ship’s paper—the “Ashe- 
ville Sky-line.” It’s one of the foremost 
weeklies of the day. Always early with 
the news—why, you may read a baseball 
score in the “Sky-line” before the game 
is played. So many copies of it are 
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orderly has sprained his back. (Voice 
from the rear: “Yeah, tryin’ to sleep in 
the hammock nettin’!”’) 

The C. O. of the Marine Guard is 
First Lieutenant B. S. Roberts, formerly 
of Nicaragua and Quantico. The Top 
Kick is First Sergeant Albert J. Goble, of 
the Fourth Marines, Santo Domingo, and 
points west. “Jeff” O’Sullivan is our 
hard working (who?) police sergeant. 
“Clear the mess decks!” Corporals 
Davis, also of the Fourth Marines and 
Domingo, and “Tiny” Fleck, ex-radioman 
from the hills of Nicaragua (now a 
“heavy” Spanish student), hold down the 
quarterdeck. Privates First Class 
Browne and McNamara contemplate 
changing their rates. Browne dispenses 
the mail, while Mac, once the cook, now 
yodels the blues and sleeps at the darnd- 
est times. Private First Class Tusnini 
is our fingerprint expert. McElroy al- 
ways has a letter to write home when 
he hears, “Away, landing force.” He is 
also the ship’s tourist and thought he 
would change his rate after his last va- 
cation. Drummer Schroeder has visions 
of a change of rate and a rapid rise to 
police sergeant. Private Bowles—the 
ten-second man! Dial, the Hamtramck 
Hoofer, just can’t stay away from his 
brown-skinned brethren—and _ sistern— 
when he feels the lure of the Tropics. 
Hepler draws paint, runs the lucky bag 
and chips angle irons. Lusky surprised 
everyone in Boston, including himself. 
He’s the detachment’s marathon runner. 


May is the “iron-bender” of the guard. 
The detachment is terrorized by him, the 
most brutal mess cook in captivity. 
“Paddy” Mize, the Oklahoma philosopher, 
“six-gun” Ike. “Limey” Roe and Bill 
Wilson charge a month’s pay to wash a 
mattress cover. Bill nurses the three- 
pounders in his off moments. Smith just 
ean’t stand up. “Yas, Suh, ah was a- 
sittin’, but I wasn’t asleep, Suh!” 

Spurling hails from Chicago and 
thinks he is a sea lawyer. Taylor is 
our spare mess cook and wears size 
twelves. Thompson, the detachment 
banker, loses every bet he makes but 
ean’t be cured. Warren is the ship’s 
barber, because it is easier than mess 
cooking. Williams, the sleeping beauty, 
is the future Rudy Valee—he can sing 
the Marine Corps Hymn! When he 
wakes up he reminds one of the picture 
labeled, “before taking.” 

Artie Lee Wright. Suh, is our best 
cook. He writes letters, too. Ray 
Watts can do “Inspection, arms!” 

More in the near future from the “Lost 
Tribe of the Mosquito Fleet.” Adios. 


CHESTER CHAT 
By Ripp and Roaring 

Hello, gang! We are sorry for miss- 
ing our last month’s chat, but you know 
how it is. Too much excitement for a 
new bunch of men and, of course, the 
good old Marine’s policy of having a 
good time first, got the best of us. 

After leaving good old “Philly,” we 
steamed into New York on a bright and 
early morning, heading for the drydock 
in Brooklyn. About twelve days were 
enough for us there so we decided to 
head up towards Newport, Rhode Island. 
Then we took a short sneak to Boston, 
Mass., and back to Newport again. Stay- 
ing at Newport for a few days seemed 
like years to the boys, for dreams of 
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Europe were becoming a reality. Finally 
the time for departure came and from 
then on everybody was happy. 

The trip across was uneventful. The 
first day out only caused a few of the 
boys a headache or so, and one or two 
leaned over the rail (not looking at the 
scenery either). It took ten days to get 
across to Barcelona. About the 8th day 
we sighted the Straits of Gibraltar and 
enjoyed a good view of the famous 
“Rock of Gibraltar.” The cameras were 
clicking right and left and we should 
have some good pictures of the Rock. 
Then following the rocky coast of Spain 
we arrived at Barcelona on the 25th 
of August. 


In Barcelona at last, and everyone with 
their best liberty clothes on raring to go 
and see who’s who in town. What a 
town! All the beautiful senoritas stroll- 
ing down the “Ramblas” and the cabarets 
on each side of the street by the score. 
The good times had there will never be 
forgotten. Already two-thirds of the de- 
tachment have sworn to stay in the serv- 
ice and retire after thirty years in Barce- 
lona. We don’t blame them, with cham- 
pagne costing only eighty cents a quart. 
Now who wouldn’t like that? 


We also scouted up a baseball game 
with the Spaniards. The team was 
picked from the ship’s crew and our Ma- 
rines took four berths out of the eleven 
selected. After seven innings the score 
was 15 to 4 in our favor and was then 
called off due to darkness. Corporal 
Ripp and Chief Gilpey hurled for the 
“Chester’s” team, with Murphy receiv- 
ing. Private First Class Levi was the 
second sacker, Private Schmitt, out- 
fielder, and Private Wolbank played the 
keystone sack. A good time was had 
by all. We feel that Spain still needs 
coaching in our national sport. They’ve 
got the enthusiasm, however, and that’s 
a pretty good start. 

On our way to Naples, Italy, we took 
two days, at the end of which we dropped 
anchor outside the breakwater and in 
sight of Mount Vesuvius. Our saluting 
battery caused all kinds of visiting boats 
to surround us and it seemed they were 
prepared to receive us because they car- 
ried all kinds of souvenirs and the guard 
had a sweet time keeping them from 
carrying out their sales through the 
portholes to the crew. 

On the beach the liberty parties were 
besieged by peddlers selling everything 
from apples to zithers. The people here 
are all business and if any of you ever 
visit Naples be prepared for bargain 
driving because anything they have is 
usually five or more times the price you 
can finally get it for. While in this 
port parties were organized for sight- 
seeing tours to the ruins of Pompeii and 
Mount Vesuvius, to the Island of Capri, 
Rome and Amalfi Drive. A great many 
of the men saw quite a bit of the in- 
teresting places here. Sergeant “Joe” 
Lo Giudice and Private Vitale visited 
some of their relatives about 200 miles 
from Naples. The “Sarge” had plenty 
to tell us about the trip. He insists that 
the trains around here need more speed, 
but didn’t have much to say about the 
jackasses that carried them over the 
mountain trails. Some class, eh, Joe? 

Everybody is having a grand time on 
the cruise and looking forward to 
Turkey, Greece and Gibraltar. So, folks, 
you'll hear from us again when we get 
the dope on those countries. Adios. 
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POST HEADQUARTERS, QUANTICO, 
VIRGINIA 
By Set. Harold H. Langsdorf 

Hello, everybody! 

Happy days are here again! Due to 
the rain, the new wells, and what have 
you, we now have plenty of water and 
can take our weekly bath. 

Carlough is all smiles. He has just 
made the two stripes and proudly sports 
them on his sleeve. Well, who wouldn't? 
Knock ’em cold, old man. 

Our file clerk, Squillace, says he likes 
his new job better than the old one. Just 
wait till he’s looked all day for a folio 
that’s been on somebody's desk for two 
or three weeks! 

Richardson gets more mail than any- 
one else, but there’s a catch in it. It’s 
all to be forwarded to some other per- 
son. Anyway, he says he gets a lot of 
pleasure out of it, for there are plenty 
of post cards. 

Zeglin is usually quiet, a perfect speci- 
men of the modest, retiring Marine. But 
we know better, and behind that placid 
mask there lies the very devil—his eyes 
betray him. The women have found that 
out and some of them were very much 
disappointed this time because he didn’t 
attend the dance. Have a heart, Frank. 

Captain Buse treated the office force to 
a big watermelon not long ago, and what 
I mean, it was the best ever. Seeds flew 
in every direction, to the disgust of Mer- 
rell, who had to sweep them up and 
wasn’t there when the melon was passed 
around. Better luck next time, Jimmy. 
And thanks, Captain! 


BRITISH MARINES RECEIVE WEL- 
COME IN WASHINGTON, D. C. 
On Friday, October 3, H. M. S. 

“Danae” tied up in the Washington, D. 

C., Navy Yard, where the “Mayflower” 

used to lie. There were some two-score 

Marines aboard, commanded by Captain 

Ransome, Royal Marine Corps. The 

captain had as his non-commissioned 

aides two sergeants, Stanford and 

Wheeler, who would be an asset to any 

service. 

It has been more than two years since 
the last British cruiser docked in Wash- 
ington, and the U. S. Marines at the bar- 
racks, two blocks north of the navy yard, 
really tried hard to make their visiting 
cousins enjoy themselves; and we believe 
we succeeded. 

The local Leathernecks challenged 
them to a rifle match, which was gladly 
accepted. Conditions and circumstances 
were not propitious for them, but they 
made a game try and lost like good 
sportsmen. The match took place on 
Thursday, October 10, at Camp Simms, 
District of Columbia National Guard 
range. Each service used its own rifle, 
which placed the visitors at a disad- 
vantage. To somewhat compensate this, 
padded shooting blouses were not used, 
as the British are unaccustomed to them. 
The six shooters for the British were: 
Sergeant Stanford, Corporal Pyke, Cor- 
poral Kempton, and Marines Page, Kers- 
lake and Stone. The American team con- 
sisted of Sergeants Madison, Mason, F. 
W. Smith, Gadsby, Corporal Brownell, 
and Corporal Lawrence. Corporal 
Kempton was high man for the Royal 
Marines, scoring 148 out of a possible 
175. Lawrence did the honors for the 
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local boys, dropping only four points, 
and shooting a total score of 171. 

Royal Marines U. S. Marines 
Set. Stanford 128 Cpl. Lawrence 171 
Cpl. Kempton 148 Cpl. Brownell 162 


Cpl. Pyke 111 Sgt. Madison 159 
M’ne Kerslake 119 Sgt. Smith 159 
M’ne Page 144 Sgt. Gadsby 149 
M’ne Stone 96 Sgt. Mason 143 

746 943 


After the match had been completed 
the two teams exchanged rifles. Then 
the fun began! The heavy recoil bothered 
the visitors, and the local lads couldn’t 
accustom themselves to aiming some- 
where on the edge of the target to regis- 
ter a hit. 

After the shooting both teams had 
dinner at the Marine Barracks. It 
wasn’t especially prepared in_ their 
honor, but it was difficult to impress 
them with the fact that it was just an 
ordinary meal. 

In the evening there was a dance at 
the Naval Reserve Armory, given in 
honor of the “Danae.” But the follow- 
ing evening the Marines were honored 
by a ball at -+the barracks. They came 
in force, and partners were plentiful for 
them. The prize waltz for the visitors 
was won by a seaman, with Sergeant 
Stanford taking second place. 

Paddy Doyle, our general factotum 
and master of ceremonies at the bar- 
racks, did himself proud. He saw that 
everyone enjoyed himself. Private George 
Hubbard took care of the decorations. 
Hubbard, you remember, was a profes- 
sional artist and decorator in Hollywood 
before he became a Marine. 

The “Danae” departed on Saturday 
morning, October 11, with the Navy 
Band playing “Auld Lang Syne,” and a 
crowd of friends cheering farewell. 

The hospitality extended to those of 
us who went aboard was something that 
will be long remembered. And the gen- 
erous distribution of souvenirs they 
made is going to keep some of them 
broke for a long time. Taken all in all 
it was a joyous visit. And Corporal 
Pyke seemed to express the sentiment of 
the entire detachment when he said: 
“Man, we're having a damn fine time.” 

NAVAL AMMUNITION DEPOT, 

HAWTHORNE, NEVADA 
By Cliff Crawford 

Thar’s gold in them thar hills! That 
expression has been heard often of late 
here. 

The Marine Detachment, Naval Am- 
munition Depot, Hawthorne, Nevada, is 
a detachment in fact as this is written. 
We joined in the early hours (0215) of 
the morning of September 16, 1930. 

Commander R. F. Bernard, U. S. Navy, 
is the officer in charge of this depot and 
the Marine Detachment is commanded by 
R. J. Bartholomew, Captain, U. S. Marine 
Corps. The strength of the detachment 
is fifty enlisted men and one commis- 
sioned. Our duties are various, such as: 
fire department, guard, commissary 
sales, radio operators, truck drivers, 
stablemen, messmen, cooks, carpenters, 
sign painters and others too numerous to 
mention. The greatest number of volun- 
teers are for the mounted patrol and 
the fire department. The horses have 
not arrived yet but the month of October 
will see the “Horse Marines” doing their 
stuff. Private First Class Alexander is 
going to operate the radio station after 
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it is erected. Private First Class Clau- 
ser, the big baker from San Diego and 
Guam, is intended to take over the com- 
missary after it has been placed in op- 
eration. Others named for special de- 
tails are Corporal Crowder, “corral dog”; 
Private Davison, “truck wrecker”; Cor- 
poral Coslet, mess sergeant; Private 
First Class Hutchinson and Private 
Hendricks, cooks; Trumpeter Perry, mail 
orderly; Private First Class Musick, me- 
chanic and jack-of-all trades, and a few 
more that would take up all our paper. 
They will be mentioned in the next issue. 

At present the commissary and prop- 
erty accounts are being looked after by 
Q. M. Sergeant Hillier and much bustle 
is to be noticed around his desk in Room 
No. 1. 

In looking over the roster, such names 
as First Sergeant Twohig, Sergeants J. 
G. Murdock, J. Hudson, and J. H. MeNitt 
catch the eye at once while all the cor- 
porals and privates have paid their re- 
spects.to old Cathay or the fair hills of 
Nicaragua. 

This depot was ordered placed in an 
isolated region and how well the instruc- 
tions were carried out becomes apparent 
immediately after arrival. One asks: 
“How many miles to so and so?” and 
the answer is from 100 to 450, except 
for one little place that must have re- 
mained unnoticed until after the depot 
had been erected. The name of this lit- 
tle burg is Hawthorne. Everyone is 
glad there is such a place as it looms up 
as the brightest spot in Sahara No. 2. 
Just north of the detachment barracks 
is the famous Walker Lake, the largest 
oasis in these unknown wilds. 

Dust storms are plentiful—just like 
Peiping and Tientsin. Sand all over the 
place and a plentiful supply of coyotes 
and rattlesnakes. The Navy-built bar- 
racks would lead a person to believe that 
many of our little brother bluejackets 
would be up this way, but so far only 
the old reliable pill rollers have appeared 
on the scene. 

We are all intending to settle down in 
Nevada after we are paid off. This 
State has sure clasped us to its bosom 
and no doubt will gain many new set- 
tlers from the manner in which it wel- 
comes the protectors of the T. N. T. 

Walking down Market Street in Haw- 
thorne about 7:00 in the evening, a per- 
son feels the soothing rustles of the 
desert breeze gently blowing against his 
sun-tanned cheek. Oh, what a feeling 
of freedom as the one man and the dog 
give him all the space he needs and does 
not in the least interfere with his pre- 
meditated promenade! 

The paymaster has not shown up yet, 
but coin of the realm is not entirely 
necessary as it’s the dust that counts in 
Nevada. The old mines are still being 
worked and the faithful prospectors keep 
waiting year after year in hopes their 
big strike will mature and they will be 
able to pay for the grubstakes they have 
sunk in their efforts to find the gold in 
them thar hills. 

“The Leatherneck” will be eagerly 
awaited each month at this hole-in-the- 
wall, as it will be the only connecting 
link between the Marine Corps and the 
NAD, Hawthorne, Nevada. When the 
sand settles down and the lawns get 
seeded it will be possible to use a camera 
and “The Leatherneck” may expect a 
life-sized snap of the detachment. 

(Continued on page 27) 
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National Commandant W. Karl La- 
tions suffered a severe blow recently in 
the death of his beloved mother at her 
home in Worcester, Mass. The entire 
membership of the League hereby ex- 
tends condolence to our buddy in his 
bereavement. 

On to St. Louis! 

The Eighth Annual Convention of the 
Marine Corps League will open in St. 
Louis, Missouri, on Thursday, November 
6th, and continue through three days to 
Saturday, November 8th. There will be 
the usual important business to transact, 
the election of national officers, amend- 
ments to the constitution and by-laws, if 
any, and the shaping of the future poli- 
cies of the League. 

The social side of the gathering will 
include dinners, shows, dances, excur- 
sions and barbeques with the climax a 
concert by our own United States Ma- 
rine Band. 

There is one important duty that every 
detachment should discharge, and that 
is the sending of its quota to the Na- 
tional Convention. This annual conclave 
represents the very heart of the League 
and the failure of a single detachment to 
be regularly represented weakens the one 
big connecting link in the chain of 
League affairs. 
detachments have made preparations to 
fulfill this vital obligation. 


NEW DETACHMENT ORGANIZED BY 
RECRUITING SERGEANT IN 
OAKLAND, CAL. 

Sergeant Harvey I. Diamond, of the 
Marine Corps Recruiting Office in Oak- 
land, Cal., who has been working dili- 
gently for several weeks on the organiza- 
tion of a Marine Corps League detach- 
ment in that city has finally crowned his 
efforts with success. The organization 
to be known as the Capt. E. D. Howard 
Detachment has forwarded dues for ten 
charter members to National Headquar- 
ters with an application for a charter 
which will be forwarded in the near 
future and dedicated with ceremony by 
the new detachment.. In his letter to 
National Commandant Lations, Sergeant 
Diamond says in part: 

This is just a little note to thank you 
for the way the Marine Corps League 
has been put over here in Oakland, as I 
am sure it never could have been done 
without the support of the National 
Commandant. Our first meeting here 
was a huge success in every way. Offi- 
cers were elected for a temporary period 
and it looks as though we are going over 
in great shape. Marines out of service 
are showing up all over nowadays. Just 
a word about our new officers. 

Thomas J. Kingsley, our temporary 
commandant is an old timer, having 
served in the Marine Corps back in 
1905. He credits his success as a busi- 
ness man to his training while in the 
Marines. And I will say this much, he 
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By Frank X. Lambert 
National Chief of Staff 


is a real, honest-to-goodness Marine. 

Robert A. McLean, our first vice 
commandant, is also an old timer with 
twelve or more years of honorable serv- 
ice in the Corps. He is a short story 
writer and his articles sometimes appear 
in The Leatherneck. 

Our junior vice commandant is H. P. 
Lee of Berkeley. Mr. Lee is retired 
from the Berkeley police force, is a Span- 
ish War veteran and was in the Marine 
Corps during the World War. He is 
known to every Marine in this part of 
the country as “H. P.” and has helped 
many Leathernecks out of the service 
to get jobs. 

Thornton Wilson, who was a captain 
of Marines overseas and is a prominent 
Oakland attorney, is our judge advocate. 
He has a creditable war record and we 
are very proud to have him as a member 
of our league. 

Our chief of staff, H. Ruskofsky, is the 
well known drill sergeant from the “boot 
camp” at Mare Island. He is known 
throughout the Marine Corps for his 
efficiency as an instructor. He is now in 
civilian life. 

Gilerist L. Moore, a very capable 
young Marine is our choice for adjutant. 
Edward A. Schmidt, our Chaplain, is a 
World War veteran. The job of pay- 
master fell to “yours truly.” 

We are looking forward to bigger and 
better times for the League here in Oak- 
land. As soon as we are able to locate 
a suitable meeting place we mean to 
have a real Marine Corps Heaven. 

The ten charter members are Thomas 
J. Kingsley, 1853 Ninth Avenue; Robert 
A. McLean, 371 Thirty-eighth Street; 
H. P. Lee, 639 California Street; Gil- 
erist L. Moore, 2600 East Fourteenth 
Street; Harvey I. Diamond, 520 Forty- 
ninth Street; H. Ruskofsky, 830 Sixtieth 
Street; Thornton Wilson, 914 Ray Build- 
ing; Edward Schmidt, 2527 Best Avenue; 
Milton O. Hause, 2581 Fruitvale Avenue, 
and Emil Larson, 3133 Sutter Street, 
Oakland. 

The detachment meets on the third 
Wednesday of each month. 


NEW LEAGUE MEMBERS 

The following new members recently 

joined the League: 
At Large 

Dean J. Lauritzen, Short Creek, Mo- 
have County, Arizona. 

Albert H. Birch, 1214 Fifth Avenue, 
Great Falls, Montana. 

Frank J. Borden, 66 Ridgeland Ave- 
nue, South Portland, Maine. 

Robert Meade, Crucible, Pa. 

Walter J. Baade, 2517 Francis Street, 
Baltimore, Md. 

Harold Johnson, 1919 
Street, Kenosha, Wisconsin. 


Sixty-first 


Capt. Charles Ubel, U. S. M. C., re- 
tired, 1228 Eye Street, N. W., Washing- 
ton, D. C. (removed membership). 

Detachments 

Duluth-Superior Detachment, Duluth, 
Minn., Carl E. Warn, 5217 Tioga Street; 
Eugene A. Mann, 920 East Ninth Street; 
Theodore F. Harris, 318 North Eighth 
Avenue, Duluth. 

Worcester Detachment, Roy F. Walker, 
Horace A. Sherman and Howard L. Cole- 
man. 

Capt. Burwell H. Clark Detachment, 
Newark, N. J., R. F. Snyder. 

Portis Detachment, Birmingham, Ala., 
W. O. Thompson, 2700 Thirty-eighth 
Avenue, and G. R. Rogers, 210 North 
Nineteenth Street, Birmingham. 


NEW DETACHMENT ORGANIZED IN 
CHATTANOOGA, TENN. 

Through the efforts of E. V. Miller, 
commandant of Arthur D. Sims Detach- 
ment of Memphis, a new detachment of 
the Marine Corps League has been or- 
ganized in Chattanooga, Tennessee. 
Louis Center of 250 East Main Street, 
Chattanooga, has been appointed tem- 
porary commandant pending election of 
a permanent staff of officers which will 
follow an intensive membership drive. 
National Headquarters is co-operating in 
the organization of the new detachment 
which reports a large list of prospective 
members. 


DETACHMENT ACTIVITIES 


Hudson-Mohawk Detachment of Al- 
bany and vicinity has organized a drum 
and bugle corps. Leon Walker is super- 
vising the instruction of the wind-jam- 
mers and lets it be known that he has 
secured five bugles with drums to match 
and while the harmony of his aggrega- 
tion is not yet perfect, the volume is 
plenty. 


Dr. J. F. O’Donnell, adjutant of Carl 
Baude Detachment of Louisville, has in- 
formed National Headquarters that his 
detachment will be well represented at 
the National Convention at St. Louis 
next month. 

Arthur Dudley Sims Detachment of 
Memphis, Tenn., will also be on hand at 
the big gathering, according to Pay- 
master Richard L. Powers. 


Commandant Franklin Petri of Min- 
neapolis Detachment reports that his 
detachment is in better shape than any 
time since its organization. He also re- 
ports their membership drive is getting 
results. 


Lucien P. Waldron Detachment of 
Akron, Ohio, is being reorganized by 
William A. Silk, its new commandant, 
who is in communication with the offi- 
cers of other League detachments in 
Ohio with the object of co-operation and 
exchange of visits for the welfare of all. 
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WHO WON THE WAR—THE M. P.’S? 
BUT THE MARINES HELPED 
“The Marines did not win the war by 
their wonderful work at the battle of 
Belleau Woods, but they made a great 
contribution there to that important con- 
summation, and they did a definite thing 
which was of crowning importance. They 
stopped the German advance on Paris, 
an advance which had assumed the pro- 
portions of a victorious rush against a 
war-worn and greatly weakened French 
army. The French people and M. Clem- 
enceau credited the Marines with having 
saved Paris and their work received 
further commendation in a French army 
order.” (Extract from an official re- 
port made by Major General John A. 

Lejeune, 1918.) 


THE CORPS GOES “HE-MAN” 

The military hand salute was adopted 
by the Marine Corps in 1805. The order, 
signed by Franklin Wharton, Lieut.-Col- 
onel Commandant, does not mention what 
manner of salutation was observed pre- 
vious to that time, but it may be inferred 
that the enlisted man either tipped his 
hat or waved his handkerchief on the 
approach of his superior officer. Yo- 
hoo! 


OUTSTANDING FACTS IN HISTORY 
OF THE U. S. MARINE CORPS 
Marines volunteered to fight the Creek 

and Seminole Indians in Georgia and 

Florida in 1836-37, and while in Florida 

fought side by side with the Army in 

many pitched battles with the Indians. 

Marines fighting under General Scott 
in the War with Mexico in 1846-48, 
helped to storm and capture the citidel of 
Chapultepec, the decisive engagement of 
the war. 

Marines visited Japan with Commo- 
dore Perry in 1854 when the treaty was 
signed that opened that country to the 
commerce of the world. 

Under the command of Colonel Robert 
E. Lee, Marines captured John Brown 
at Harpers Ferry in 1859. 

At the outbreak of the Civil War, Ma- 
rines took part in engagements at Fort 
Sumpter, Fort Washington, the Battle 
of Bull Run, and all engagements along 
the Atlantic Coast. 

Marines under Farragut’s command in 
the sea fights in Mobile Bay and New 
Orleans, engaged in the night attack on 
Fort Sumpter and in the battle between 
the “Alabama” and the “Kearsage.” 

Marines of the “Wyoming” stormed 
the Japanese forts at Shimonosaki, 
Japan. 

When Charleston was abandoned in 
1864 seven companies of Marines manned 
the battery of fifteen guns. They also 
participated in the attack on Fort 
Fisher. 


SALEM MARCHING ON 

Sergeant Mack Sherman, Adjutant and 
Paymaster of the new detachment being 
organized in Salem, Oregon, through his 
energetic efforts, recently sent in a list 
of eleven new members with promise 
of several more. Mack complains that 
some of his prospects are proving hard 
customers to land but declares he will 
inject the Marine spirit into them if it 
takes all winter. And knowing our Ma- 
rine sergeants we add—“and how.” 
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MAJOR GENERAL L. W. T. WALLER DETACH- 
MENT. Philadelphia. Pa. Meets 8:00 p. m. first 
Thursday of each month at 1129 Wallace Street 
Commandant: Mr. J. Bruce Greenawalt, 235 Rubi- 
can St. Adjutant: Mr. C. C. Greenawalt, 3117 N 
Tenth St Chaplain: Mr. C. E. Warburton, 1 
North Ave 

SPOKANE DETACHMENT, Spokane, Wash 
Meets 8:00 p. m. second and fourth Tuesdays of 
each month at Veterans’ Hall, State Armory 
Commandant: E. D. Partridge, 512 Hutton Bide. 
Adjutant: F. E. Fogelquist, c /o Fogelquist’s, Inc 

GEO. W. BUDDE DETACHMENT, Cincinnati. 
Ohio. Meets every Friday at 8:30 p. m. at Ameri- 
can Legion Hall, 4th and Broadway Comman- 
dant: Russell G. Flynn, 2355 Norwood Ave. Ad- 
jutant: Roy Cazel. 4307 Beech Ave. Chaplain 
Joe Weinewuth, 4364 Virginia Ave. 

SEATTLE DETACHMENT (unchartered), Seat- 
tle, Wash Meets every Friday at 8:00 p. m. at 
310 Maynard Building President Charles 
Adams Chaplain: E. FP. Kirkwood. 4343 Uni- 
versity Way. Treasurer: A. J. Frankel, 6535 W 
65th St 

THEODORE ROOSEVELT DETACHMENT, Bos- 
ton. Mass. No regular place or time of meeting 
at present Commandant’s address 101 Hol- 
worthy St Adjutant: None. Chaplain: None 

LUCIEN P. WALDRON DETACHMENT, Akron, 
Ohio. Meets on the first Sunday of each month 
at Veterans’ Club. 112 S. Main Commandant 
W. A. Silke. 1822 Shaw Ave Adjutant: W. A. 
Foster, 603 Indiana Trail Chaplain: B. Dorsey. 
Route 3. Woods Road 

ST. LOUIS DETACHMENT. St. Louis, Mo 
Meets every third Thursday at Lodge Hall. Cgn- 
mandant: Captain Rodowe H. Abeken, 1200 Title 
Guaranty Building Adjutant: A. Moulton, 6408 
Cotes Ave. Chaplain: Mike Fedan 

OIL CITY DETACHMENT. Oil City. Pa. Meets 
second Saturday of each month at 7:00 p. m. at 
State Armory. Commandant: Edwin Nuiss, 208'2 
Hoffman Ave Adjutant: Alson Snow. 511 High- 
land Ave. Chaplain: Urban Motz. 2 Murray St 

WORCESTER DETACHMENT. Worcester, Mass 
Meetings subject to call of Commandant Com- 
mandant: Edward L. McAuliffe, 30 Hackeld Road 
Adjutant: Harold P. Ryan. c o Headquarters, 
Fire Dept Chaplain: None 

ARTHUR DUDLEY SIMS DETACHMENT, Mem- 
phis. Tenn. Meets second and fourth Fridays at 
8:00 p. m. at 63 S. Third Street Commandant: 
Vv. E. Miller, 63 S. Third St Adjutant: Robt 


Fredricks, Federal Reserve Bank Adjutant 
Grady Smith, Chisca Hotel 
HUDSON-MOHAWK DETACHMENT, Albany. 


Troy. Schenectady, New York. Meetings are held 
on alternate months in each of the three cities 
Commandant: John C. Bates, 276 River St., Troy. 
N. Y. Adjutant: C. J. Cunningham, 493 Hamilton 
St.. Albany, N. Y. Chaplain: H. C. Edgerton, 92 
N. Pearl St.. Albany. N. Y 

CAPTAIN BURWELL H. CLARKE DETACH- 
MENT. Newark, N. J Basil Hubbard Pollitt, 
Judge Advocate 

OSCAR A. SWAN DETACHMENT, Buffalo. New 
York. Carolton Fisher, Commandant 

SALEM DETACHMENT, Salem, Oregon Mon- 
ford Adams, Commandant 


NATIONAL VICE COMMANDANT 
MAURICE ILLCH REPORTS 
ON MEMORIAL SITE 


National Vice Commandant Maurice A. 
Illch, of the Eastern Seaboard Division, 
recently returned from an extended busi- 
ness and pleasure trip through Europe. 
In the course of his travels he visited 
Lucy le Bocage, on the road to Belleau 
Woods, in France, where the Fifth and 
Sixth Marines turned the tide of battle 
early in June of 1918 at a tremendous 
sacrifice and on which ground the Ma- 
rine Corps League proposes to erect its 
memorial shaft to those who fought 
and fell. 

Mr. Illch was deputized by National 
Headquarters of the League to make a 
survey of the area for the purpose of 
selecting a suitable site for the memorial 
and to open negotiations for the pur- 
chase of same. His report to National 
Commandant W. Kar! Lations is hereby 
submitted for your information: 

Received your most welcome letter at 
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Paris and immediately set to work to see 
what information I could secure regard- 
ing the placing of a monument at Lucy 
le Bocage. The first thing I did was to 
go out to Lucy le Bocage and find the 
most suitable spot where a monument 
could be erected. After looking the 
ground over carefully I decided that the 
most logical place would be right in the 
center of the village, where at present 
there is quite a large stone on which is 
placed a bronze star dedicating this spot 
as the point where the Second Division 
started into action. This spot is passed 
by every sight-seeing bus going to Bel- 
leau Woods. They all stop while the 
guide explains that here the first Ameri- 
can troops, which included the Marines, 
actually got started on their way to 
battle. 

After the tour I went to the American 
Embassy to secure some information as 
to how to proceed in the purchase of a 
plot of ground on which to place a 
monument. Was referred to the Ameri- 
can Battle Monuments Commission and 
most cordially received there by Lieut. 
R. A. Schow. From the information I 
received no monument can be erected 
without the permission of this commis- 
sion who work in conjunction with the 
French Government in securing the land, 
etc. Lieut. Schow is the man who looks 
after all these details and he told me 
that he would see what could be done. 
Today I received the enclosed letter from 
him which only gives me information 
which he had already furnished to me. 
Am therefore writing the lieutenant to- 
day asking him to let me know as quickly 
as possible if a piece of land can be pur- 
chased at the point I selected, the price 
we would have to pay, and the style 
monument that the natives of Lucy le 
Bocage would desire. Personally I feel 
that an artistic drinking fountain would 
be just the thing. Natives could make 
use of this, as well as those who pass 
through sight-seeing. Am hoping to 
have all this information back in time 
to present to the convention. 

The enclosure referred to from Lieut. 
Schow to Vice Commandant Illch reads 
as follows: 

“I am forwarding you herewith a copy 
of the regulations governing the erection 
of American commemorative memorials 
in Europe as adopted by the American 
Battle Monuments Commission. I believe 
that these regulations should be pre- 
sented to the members of the Marine 
Corps League at the convention in No- 
vember before any further action is 
taken on the matter which we discussed 
when you were in Paris.” 

The regulations: 

Extract from annual report, American 
Battle Monuments Commission, 1926— 
Regulations governing the erection of 
American Commemorative Memorials 
abroad. War Memorials in general. 

The following regulations have been 
adopted to fix the procedure to be fol- 
lowed by Americans who desire to erect 
World War Memorials in Europe: 

1. (a) Submit general idea of the 
memorial to the American Battle Monu- 
ments Commission, with a request for 
the tentative allocation of the site de- 
sired. 

(b) When site is provisionally allo- 
cated, prepare and submit the design of 
the monument, together with the inscrip- 
tion, for approval. The design of the 


monument will then be referred, in ac- 
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cordance with law, by the American Bat- 
tle Monuments Commission to the Na- 
tional Commission of Fine Arts for their 
approval. 

(c) After a site is allocated and the 
design and inscription approved, the 
American Battle Monuments Commis- 
sion will take up with the foreign gov- 
ernments concerned, the question of 
securing approval of the erection of the 
monument. 

(d) When the approval of the foreign 
government is obtained, the commission 
will cooperate, if the people concerned so 
desire, in the obtaining of ground and 
erection of the monument. 

2. No battlefield memorial will be 
erected to any unit smaller than a Divi- 
sion unless, in the opinion of the com- 
mission, its services were of such a dis- 
tinguished character as to warrant a 
separate memorial. 

3. It is the opinion of the commission 
that as a general rule monuments should 
be erected to organizations rather than 
to the troops from a particular locality 
of the United States. 

4. The policy of the commission shall 
be to decline to approve any future plans 
for memorials in Europe, proposed for 
erection by states, municipalities, mili- 
tary organizations, or private individuals 
of the United States, with the exception 
of memorials that will be useful to the 
inhabitants of the neighborhood in which 
they are to be erected, such as bridges, 
fountains, public buildings, gateways, or 
other public improvements. 


THE BROADCAST 
(Continued from page 24) 


CAVITE MARINE ENTERTAINERS 
By “Fly” 

There was an emptiness at the Marine 
Barracks, Cavite, in the far-off Philip- 
pines, which even a trip to Manila did 
not plug up. Baseball and boxing filled 
in many afternoons and evenings, but 
still there was that empty feeling. Night 
after night movies were shown, but they 
had become monotonous, especially when 
“repeats” had to be shown due to the 
scarcity of new films caused by the ad- 
vent of the “talkies.” Something had to 
be done. 

Reminiscencing, last Christmas Eve 
came to the mind of Captain Geo. F. 
Adams, who recalled that everyone pres- 
ent at the barracks had enjoyed a grand 
and glorious evening, and this gave him 
the idea that there was hidden talent 
among the men in the barracks which 
could be used to good purpose. But I do 
not think you have heard of that wonder- 
ful Christmas Eve of ours, and although 
a little late, I think it is worth telling 
about even now. 

Under the supervision and direction of 
Sergeant H. H. Pearl and Corporal M. R. 
Young, with the assistance of Trumpeter 
E. Z. McPherson, Privates S. T. Welker, 
Claude Sauvain, and V. C. LeClaire, and 
entertainment worthy of Broadway was 
presented to the Marines and their 
guests. A temporary stage was erected 
under the supervision of the Post Quar- 
termaster and gaily decorated with flags 
and palms. In the rear of the stage a 
fireplace was constructed from which, 
after the entertainers had concluded their 
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numbers, emerged Santa Claus (Gy. Set. 
A. H. Almquist) and his live reindeers. 
A bundle of toys was on his back and he 
immediately proceeded to present to each 
of the children who had previously ren- 
dered several selections of Christmas 
carols, a package. When the children 
had been satisfied, Santa turned to a 
large tree, gorgeously decorated with 
many colored stockings generously filled 
by the Post Exchange, and gave each 
and every Marine attached to the Bar- 
racks one of them, as well as a bag 
which had been furnished by the Red 
Cross. 

The first procedure made by Captain 
Adams was the formation of an orchestra 
with Corporal M. R. Young as leader. 
Due, however, to lack of instruments, 
this orchestra never grew large enough 
to cause Paul Whiteman, Rudy Valee or 
Taylor Branson the slightest worry. It 
did show, as suspected, that there was 
excellent talent and this was hauled out 
and worked up into various numbers. 

Then, every Friday evening before the 
movie show, some sort of entertainment 
was presented to the Marines and their 
guests, who, strange to relate, always 
appeared in larger numbers on Friday 
evenings from then on. Solos and duets, 
instrumental and vocal, were presented; 
also quartet numbers, dialogues and 
many other acts, some known and some 
unknown to the vaudeville stage. Even 
the orchestra did its share with its 
stringed instruments strumming en- 
chanting and crooning melodies. 

From these individual numbers com- 
binations were formed, and the Marine 
entertainers, as their fame spread, soon 
presented “A Radio Broadcast,” “A Night 
Patrol in Nicaragua,” and “Cabaret 
Evening.” This last performance was 
held on the eve of July fourth, and by 
reason of a typhoon was held in the 
mess hall. This evening’s work was de- 
clared to be the best presented by the 
young troupe of entertainers. 

However, to demonstrate that “Cabaret 
Evening” was a mere amateur perform- 
ance, the boys laid off of the weekly per- 
formances (the rainy season, too, pre- 
vented outside doings) and plugged away 
on a new show, but under an old title, 
“An Old Southern Minstrel.” Once 
again, due to inclement weather, the 
evening’s performance was presented in- 
doors. Under the supervision of Captain 
Adams, a temporary stage was erected 
in the mess hall which gave much color 
and added attraction to the dusky 
minstrels. 

The “Bamboo Breezes,” the weekly 
magazine of the Sixteenth Naval Dis- 
trict, had the following to say: 

“The Marines again entertained their 
friends Friday evening by presenting 
their interpretation of an old Southern 
minstrel show. Showing to an audience 
which packed their large mess hall, they 
were continually interrupted by spon- 
taneous applause from an enthusiastic 
gathering. The whole show was excep- 
tionally good and revealed a lot of hard 
work on the part of the gang... . The 
Post Exchange comes in for a lot of 
credit because it took a good many pesos 
to furnish them with costumes and other 
necessary items. I heard many expres- 
sions that worse shows have been seen 
but few better ones.” 

A great deal of credit must be given 
to Captain Adams and Corporal Young, 
whose tireless efforts and theatrical 


Twenty-seven 


knowledge have brought out the talent 
among the men which has resulted in 
this commendable troupe of entertainers. 

Two weeks later, as guests of the 
Naval Hospital, at Canacao, P. I., the 
minstrels repeated their performance, 
the “Bamboo Breezes” reporting: 

“An unusual thing in District History 
was done last week when Captain Adams 
and his troupe of Marine Troubadours 
came to the hospital and gave us a de- 
lightful program of songs and dances, 
wisecracks and horseplay. They did 
their stuff exceptionally well, winning 
their audience over to the sunny, funny 
Southern happiness that goes with every 
troupe of blackface comedians. oi 
Let’s have more programs like that. 
The boys enjoy it.” 

This is as far as the boys have gone. 
Many favorable comments could be made 
on the talent shown, but space forbids. 
They only hope that the evenings have 
been filled and a change furnished for 
those who are stationed in this distant 
post, and also that similar isolated gar- 
risons will garner a hint or two and 
transform a few tiresome, lonesome, 
monotonous hours into joyful and enter- 
taining evenings. 


GRADUATES OF QUARTERMASTER 
SCHOOL OF ADMINISTRATION 


By Q. M. Sgt. Warren L. Granger 


Seven graduates of the Quartermaster 
Department School of Administration at 
the Depot of Supplies, 1110 South Broad, 
Philadelphia, Pa., were ordered to the 
Marine Barracks, Quantico, Va., for duty 
when the class graduated on 31 July. 

Sergeant James E. Buckle of Waltham, 
Mass., is assigned to duty with the 
Squadrons Quartermaster,- Aircraft 
Squadrons, E. C. E. F., Brown Field, and 
is working on Marine Corps property. 

Sergeant John J. Dalton of Poultney, 
Vt., is also assigned to duty with the 
Squadrons Quartermaster and is work- 
ing on Naval property. 

Sergeant William K. Savage, Salem, 
Oregon, was assigned to the Post Quar- 
termaster’s Office and is on duty as the 
Post Quartermaster’s stenographer and 
typist and is making himself exceedingly 
useful about the place. 

Corporal Laurence L. Tegner of Taber- 
nast, Colorado, and Sergeant James 
Morse of Caro, Michigan, were both as- 
signed to duty in the Commissary De- 
partment. Unluckily, Sergeant Morse 
was transferred to Marine Barracks, 
Naval Ammunition Depot, St. Juliens 
Creek, Va., after serving here a few days. 

Private George O. Gedicks arrived 
here and was transferred to Nicaragua 
after only a few days. However, before 
leaving he demonstrated his efficiency 
in all work that was given him. Gedickes 
is a native of that large suburb of New 
York—Brooklyn. 

Last, but not least, Private Gordon E. 
Heath of Sullivan, Ind., is now working 
in the Disbursing Assistant Quarter- 
master’s office and doing exceedingly well 
on rail transportation. 

Quantico boasts of getting the all-star 
members of this class, as Corporal Teg- 
ner graduated No. 1 and Sergeant Sav- 
age graduated No. 2. 

All of these men are a credit to the 
school from which they graduated and 
their instructors are to be greatly con- 
gratulated upon the results of their 
efforts. 
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The 155th Milestone 


INCE ancient times the nations of the world have had corps 

of marines, or what corresponded to marines. The rude 
ships of the Egyptian pharaoh which plied up and down the 
wild African coast, the barks of the merchant princes of Tyre 
and Sidon and Carthage, the triremes of Greece, the war 
galleys of imperial Rome, the Scandinavian and German cor- 
sairs which ravaged the coasts of England and France—they 
all carried a complement of men whose duty in battle was to 
mount into the rigging and shoot at the crew of the enemy 
vessel. 

Today, all the navies of the world have a corps of marines. 
England, France, Japan, Italy, Spain—they can’t get along 
without their “devil dogs.” 

The marines of other nations may boast of a longer history 
than ours, but they can boast of no prouder record. 

It was not until November 10, 1775, that the Continental 
Congress formally declared that a corps of Marines was to be 
formed and equipped, although Marines had been used by the 
different colonies many times before the revolution, and al- 
though a body of men under Washington called “Marines” 
was already in existence when the Continental Congress 
passed the law. We could easily claim a much earlier date 
than 1775, therefore, for our birthday. 

Our position has always been an unique and sometimes diffi- 
cult one, for we are called upon to perform many different 
kinds of work, from the lowly job of holystoning the deck of 
a battleship to operating a “75.” We do everything a soldier 
or sailor can do, and do it well. 

Marines have fought in every battle of importance since the 
birth of our nation, but our greatest job has been and still is 
the thankless one of pacifying backward countries, one of the 
most difficult and ticklish tasks to be found anywhere. But 
although the public, as a whole, pays scant attention to our 
operations in foreign lands and skips the paragraphs in the 
back of the newspapers of the death of some Marine while 
fighting for his homeland in an obscure Central American 
republic, the job is cheerfully accepted by the Corps and soon 
another turbulent country has been quieted by our bayonets 
and diplomacy—has been made safe for the citizens of the 
world. 

From Trenton to the Bois de Belleau, Marines “have fought 
in every clime and place.” They have known the thrill of 
strange places all over the world, have experienced unforget- 
table adventures, have died just as gallantly, and as horribly, 
as if they were fighting in the trenches of a major war. 

It is truly an inspiring thing to be a Marine, once we stop 
to think of it. Our Corps compares second to none in the 
world, we have built up a reputation that is known and 
respected everywhere—for efficiency, soldierly virtue, courage, 
and the will and the ability to do seemingly impossible things 
with speed and dispatch. 

Today, as in 1775, the U. S. Marine Corps comprises the 
“shock troops” of our country. We are always the first to 
fight, we are always given the hardest assignments, we are 
always the first to die—the vanguard of a mighty nation. 

It should be the thought of every Marine, not only on the 
10th of November, but on every day of the year, to uphold 
and further the illustrious record handed down to the Corps 
by the many generations of brilliant fighting men before us. 
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Some Ideas on Training 
By Fred D. Kilgore, Lieut. Colonel, U. S. Marines 


UST as soon as an expeditionary force of Marines vets 

settled in a foreign country the necessity of a training 
center becomes apparent. Shortly thereafter a training center 
springs into being and, starting in with elementary subjects, 
we progress through the various steps which ultimately en- 
ables us to turn out companies with their entire personnel well 
trained for any type of duty that may be required of them. 

Our aviation units in the United States have a daily schedule 
which fits them for active service, and to some extent this 
applies to other auxiliary units, but our infantry, with the 
exception of the forces at Quantico and San Diego, are sadly 
lacking in comprehensive training and after all is said and 
done the great bulk of expeditionary work must be done by 
the infantry, hence the training centers in foreign countries, 

The Navy Yard routine for Marines is guard duty and with 
the exception of the annual firing on the range, no other 
training is accomplished, so we are not taking advantage of 
opportunities to train our personnel in the rather numerous 
types of auxiliary weapons that they will have to handle on 
expeditionary work. 

A few years ago the following training scheme was tried 
out at one of our small posts. Previous to the inauguration 
of this particular scheme, duty consisted of performing guard 
and range work. Auxiliary weapons, consisting of heavy 
Browning machine guns, light Browning automatic rifles, 
Lewis guns, Thompson automatic guns, different types of 
grenades, trench mortars, and 37 m.m. guns were requisi- 
tioned from the Quartermaster and received. All types of 
visual signal training were undertaken and gas mask instrue- 
tion given. 

In addition, a motor sailer was procured, all non-commis- 
sioned officers became quite well trained as coxwains and the 
boat was used as a means to train the men in landing on the 
beach. They were taught the manner of mounting and firing 
a machine gun in the bow, and the method of carrynig a 3” 
field piece in the boat with necessary gear for running the gun 
from the boat to the beach. 

This training was designed, first, to make the men more pro- 
ficient as Marines and, second, to maintain interest and high 
morale. Both results were accomplished. 

Instructors were obtained by training a few of the most 
apt enlisted men in the nomenclature and actual firing of 
weapons. These instructors in turn held class for small 
groups of men. Each period of instruction for each individual 
was recorded and eventually all became proficient, without the 
curtailment of liberty or the necessity of imposing any addi- 
tional guard duty. 


The World’s Largest Band 


LANS were announced recently by Major General Smedley 

D. Butler, commandant of the Quantico Base, for the merger 
of the present Marine Band at Quantico with the band of the 
Twentieth Marines, composed mostly of District of Columbia 
musicians. This merger will give the Marine Corps not only 
the best military band in the world, the United States Marine 
Band under Taylor Branson, but also the largest as the number 
of pieces in the new band will number well over 300. 

The first public appearance of the new band will be on 
Armistice Day, November 11, at Philadelphia, when the annual 
Marine-American Legion football game will be played. Ma- 
rine Gunner Forrest W. Talboot, leader of the Marine Band at 
Quantico, will probably direct the new band. 

It has been announced that transportation to Philadelphia 
will be furnished for the entire personnel of the Marine Corps 
stationed at Quantico, together with a battalion of Marine 
Reservists, including the Twentieth. All Marines on leave, 
honorably discharged Marines and Marine Reservists may also 
obtain transportation to the game by wearing the blue dress 
uniform with the white cap. 

The new band will be equipped with Marine dress uniforms 
for all public appearances. 
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Bric. Gen. Logan Feland and staff at Managua. Nicaragua. 1929. Front row, left to right: Maj. Oliver Floyd. Maj. William D. Smith, Lt. Col. Charles R. 

Sanderson. Col. (now Brig. Gen.) Randolph C. Berkeley. Bric. Gen. Logan Feland. Capt. Albert J. Geiger, U. S. N.. Lt. Col. T. D. Barber, Maj. Harry 

Schmidt, Maj. Henry L. Larsen. Standing, left to right: Ist Lt. Everett H. Clark, Ist Lt. James B. Hardie, Ist Lt. (mow Capt.) Arthur D. Challacombe, 

Ist Lt. (now Capt.) Bernard Dubel. Maj. Louis N. Bourne. Maj. William W. Buckley. Mai. Cecil S. Baker. Capt. Charles D. Sniffin. Ist Lt. W. W. Scott, 
Capt. Edward B. Moore. tnd Lt. David K. Claude. 


2Ist Co. 3rd Bn. 4th Regt., Shanghai, China. Champions of 1930 Playground Baseball. Back row, left to right: Cpl. Slusser, 
Kane, Quigley, O'Shea, Noonan, Peterson, Price. Front row, left to right: Meagher, Mencener, Lieut. A. C. Larsen, Duffy, Morisette. 


e 
| 
i \ \ \ \ \ ‘ ‘ We 


Thirty 


Tue favorite — whose 
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KEEPING UP THE PACE...never let- which never tire, never vary: 

ting down...that’s what wins on the MILDNESS—the wholly natural 

track—and in a cigarette, too. mildness of tobaccos that are without 
Chesterfield smokers stick to Chester- _ harshness or bitterness. 

field, because here they BETTER TASTE—such as only a 

find those essentials of cigarette of wholesome purity and better 

true smoking enjoyment tobaccos can have. 
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Fourth Marines Boxing Squad, Shanghai, China, season of 1930. Back row, left to right: Capt. C. B. Cates, Athletic Officer; 
Chaves, Searcey, Col. C. H. Lyman, commanding 4th Marines; Lockaby, Beckett, Lieut. R. A. Olson, coach. Front row, left to 
right: Zavelitch, Blackwood, Perstein, Redford, Walsh, Berry. 


Staff Officers. Marine Barracks, Quantico. Va. Front row. left to right: Maj. John Potts, Post Quartermaster; Comdr. Wilford R. Hall, Post Chaplain: Lieut. 
Col. James J. Meade, Chief of Staff: Maj. Gen. Smedley D. Butler. Commanding General; Capt. Robert G. Heiner, Post Surgeon; Maj. Clarence E. Nutting. Post 
Inspector Middle row. left to right: Capt. Hal N. Potter, Provost Marshal: Ch. QM. Clk. Harry 8. Young. Assistant Post Inspector; Maj. John F. 8S. Norris. 
Post Paymaster: Maj. Arthur J. White. Post Exchange Officer: Capt. Norman M. Shaw. Post Adjutant: Capt. Charles T. Brooks, Judge Advocate GCM; Capt. 
Elmer F. Hall, Aide & Post Athletic Officer: Ist Lieut. Lucian C. Whitaker, Aide to Commanding General. Top row. left to right: Ch. Pay Clk. Malcolm 
fh. Richardson, Post Pay Office: Ch. QM. Clik. Holmes J. Smith. Assistant te Post Quartermaster: Ch. Pay Clk. Benjamin K. Wolever. Post Pay Office; Capt. 
Leland 8S. Swindler. Assistant te Post Quartermaster; Ch. Pay Clik. Guy B. Smith, Post Pay Office: Lieut. Edward D. Miller. Public Works Officer: Capt. 
Karl I. Buse. Operations & Training Officer. 
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Only years old and 
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Works in Shoe Factory 


W. T. Carson was forced to leave 
school at an early age. His help 
was needed at home. He took a 
“job” in a shoe factory in Hunting- 
ton, W. Va., at $12 a week. 


Starts Studying at Home 


Carson determined to make some- 
thing of himself before it was too 


late, so he took 
the 


International 


up a course with 


Correspondence 
Schools and studied in spare time. 


Now Owns Big Business 


Today W. T. Carson is the owner 

of one of the largest battery ser- 

vice stations in West Virginia, with 

an income of $15,000 a year. And 
he is only 28 years old! 
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Lectures at College 


How to Earn More Money 


Just a few months ago a large 

college asked Carson to lecture be- 

fore a class in electricity. That 

shows the practical value of his 
I. C. S. course. 


If the I. C. S. can smooth the ~~ 


to success for men 
Carson it can help you. 


like W. 


If it can 


help other men to earn more money 


it can help you 


too. 


The Boss is Watching You 


Show him you are ambitious and 
are really trying to get ahead. De- 
cide today that you are at least 
going to find out all about the 
I. C. S. and what it can do for you. 
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THE QUANTICO BASEBALL TEAM, 
SEASON OF 1930 


By Eddie Gorman 


When Corporal Jay J. (Nig) Clarke 
arrived in the post last December from 
San Diego, there was plenty of joy in the 
hearts of the young baseball players who 
have hopes of some day wearing the uni- 
form of the All-Marine team. No base- 
ball player or fan has to be introduced 
to Nig, who left a brilliant record of 
twenty-eight complete seasons in pro- 
fessional baseball when he shipped over. 
Nig was captain of the Quantico base- 
ball team in the war days when such 
stars as Eddie Collins, the present coach 
of the A’s, the late Dots Miller, who left 
the St. Louis National League Club to 
enlist in the Corps, and Red Ormsby, 
who is now calling them in the Ameri- 
can League, were wearing the Quantico 
Marine uniform. It is needless to men- 
tion that Nig has plenty of the old fight 
left, and when Lieutenant Fellers issued 
the call for spring practice, about sixty- 
five Ruth’s and Hornsby’s drew uniforms. 
In a few weeks Nig had them pretty well 
weeded out and was ready to start real 
work, 

The first and second games were 
played with Fort Eustis, away, and Fort 
Eustis won both—9-8 and 8-7. George 
Marion and Lefty Hickman, a couple of 
newcomers in Quantico baseball, worked 
the games and both showed lots of 
promise. Lefty has gone on the outside 
and George Marion is throwing them 
for the Tenth Marines. Moore, with two 
doubles and a single, led the hitters in 
the first game. In the second game Nig 
showed the boys how it is supposed to be 
done and bagged himself three blows. 

The third game was played with the 
All-Marine team to get a better line on 
the boys, and the post team lost again, 
13-5. Moore again led the hitters with 
four clouts. Nig Clarke managed to get 
only one that day—but what a blow! In 
the first inning the post team got the 
bases loaded and Nig hit a triple that un- 
loaded them. Lieutenant Whitaker 
pitched and the workout sure put him in 
good shape for the big game with the 
Baltimore firemen. 

The fourth game was played with 
fort Eustis in our own back yard, and the 
boys took advantage of the moral sup- 
port given by our rooting section to 
break into the win column. Gatewood, 
who joined the post team when the All- 
Marine team left on their northern trip, 
was the hitting star with two singles 
and a triple. Resio pitched thirteen hits 
but kept them pretty well scattered and 
was able to hold the enemy to three runs 
while the post team was making six. 

The fifth game was also added to the 
win column. About fifteen hundred 


rooters, led by the Commanding General, 
advanced on Baltimore and when the 
smoke had cleared away the Marines had 
the old ball game in the bag, 3-0. Whit- 
aker pitched a great game, holding the 
hard-hitting Baltimore Firemen to five 
hits. The Marines got twelve hits with 
Clarke getting two singles and a double, 
and Aldridge and Gatewood helping 
themselves to two singles each. After 
being held scoreless for the first seven 
innings, Aldridge started the seventh by 
going out to center field on a long fly. 
Clarke, the second hitter, singled and 
went to third on Burr’s timely single. 
Whitaker then drove a single to right 
tield and Clarke crossed the plate with 
what proved to be the winning run. In 
the ninth Aldridge led off with a single 
and went to third on Clarke’s double. 
He scored a moment later on a wild 
pitch, Clarke going to third. After go- 
ing hitless for eight, Jimmy Surrett 
stepped up and with the Commanding 
General shouting five Abe Lincolns for a 
base hit, slapped a double to left and 
collected the five. That ended the scor- 
ing. Burr and Ahern were the fielding 
stars. 

“When do we go back to Baltimore?” 
is the cry of Quantico. Boy! What a 
city. 

The next three games were all wins. 
The Quantico Indians were defeated 3-1 
and 6-5 and Fort Meyer 15-5. Marion 
worked the first game against the In- 
dians and Hickman started the second 
hut had to give way to Whitaker in the 
ninth. Big Cliff Overall had an easy 
time with Fort Meyer. 

Mt. St. Mary’s won from the post 
team in a five-inning game on the 9th 
of June, 2-0. Resio let the Saints down 
with two hits, but his mates were unable 
to get any runs for him, although they 
got seven hits. 

The next game was the start of the 
Fort Humphries series and the Marines 
took another on the chin, 15-3. This was 
the last defeat the post team took for 
the 1930 season. 

Captain Elmer E. Hall, relieved Lieu- 
tenant Fellers as athletic officer when 
Lieutenant Fellers was ordered to Nica- 
ragua for a tour of foreign service. Al- 
mond, Couch and Gorman joined the post 
team at about the same time from the 
All-Marine team and the addition was 
just what the doctor ordered. 

The team then went to Langley Field 
by plane and played the flyers two 
games, winning both, 7-4 and 3-2. This 
was the start of a winning streak that 
was never stopped. Couch worked his 
first game for the post team and won, 
keeping five hits scattered. Resio 
pitched the second game of the trip and 
allowed three hits. 
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The next two games were with Fort 
Humphries, at Quantico, and the Post 
team took the lead in the series by win- 
ning both, 7-3 and 5-0. Couch and Resio 
again took care of the pitching and had 
little trouble with the soldiers. 

Langley Field visited Quantico by 
plane on the 18th of July and dropped 
two games. The aviators had a hard 
time getting started the first game and 
Couch added another to his winning 
streak. The second game was a hard 
fought contest but the Marines were able 
to keep it in the win column. Whitaker 
worked this game and held the aviators 
to seven scattered hits. Gorman scored 
from third with the winning run on a 
wild pitch. The scores: 7-0, 4-2. 

A trip to Fort Humphries for the 
fourth game of the series proved that a 
team that won't be beat, can’t be beat. 
Resio started for the Marines and Couch 
went to his rescue in the sixth with the 
score 6-1. The Marines took the lead in 
the seventh and were never headed. The 
final score was 12-10. It was a wild and 
wooly contest and the end of our first 
series with the engineers. 

The final game of the season was with 
the Baltimore firemen, at Quantico, on 
the 23rd of July. This was a great day 
for Quantico. Mayor Broening and other 
city and fire department officials of Bal- 
timore were honored guests of the Com- 
manding General. Besides the Mayor's 
party, the firemen’s team had about four 
hundred other rooters and the fire de- 
partment band who came down from 
Baltimore on a special train. Couch 
pitched for the Marines and was touched 
for fourteen blows, but tightened in the 
pinches. The game was called in the 
seventh inning, by agreement, with the 
Marines on the long end. The Marines 
got twelve hits from Wakefield, Gatlin 
and Ward, Gorman getting the only extra 
base hit of the game. The score: 13-4. 

All in all, it was a pretty fair baseball 
club and with most of the youngsters 
due back next year, you can write your 
own ticket. Nig Clarke sure did wonders 
with the material he had to work with 
and everyone is happy. 

Surett, Bracci and Sadler, all young- 
sters with lots of the old up and at ’em, 
are likely to be seen in the All-Marine 
uniform next season. 

Following are the pitching records of 
the 1930 season: 


Name GP’ CGP? W L Pet. 
Couch 5 4 5 0 1000 
Resio 5 3 l .750 
Whitaker 5 4 3 2 .600 
Overall 1 l l 0 1000 
Marion 2 2 1 1 500 
Hichman 2 1 0 1 .000 


‘Games pitched in. 
*Complete games pitched. 
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ALL-MARINES DOWN WASHINGTON 


COLLEGE 
By B. Price 
Philadelphia, Pa., Oct—Under gleam- 
ing lights the All-Marine eleven con- 
quered Washington College, 28 to 0, in 
an owl game at the Municipal Stadium 


here 

The Leathernecks had too much foot- 
ball savvy for the collegians and con- 
sistently outplayed the Chestertown, 
Md., boys in every department of the 
game. One of the features of the Ma- 
rine attack was Poppleman’s beautiful 
left end run when he shook off three 
tacklers to score a touchdown. 

Lieutenant Bauer’s steady ground 
gaining through the line and off- tackle 
proves him one of the most valuable 
members on the sea soldier squad. 

Washington played a hard, clean and 
desperate game, but was forced to kick 
for safety’s sake. 


Summary 

lst Quarter.—Washington kicked off 
just as a lighted Leatherneck plane 
roared over the field. For a few mo- 
ments the rival teams battled hard for 
yardage but the Marines’ superior weight 
carried them through for repeated gains. 
McCaffery made 10 yards. Peggy O'Neill 
left ended for 8 yards. At the end of 
the first quarter the sea soldiers were 
threatening the collegians’ goal. 

2nd Quarter.—The first few seconds of 
play saw McCaffery, diminutive quarter, 
go over for 6 points. Bauer failed to add 
the extra marker. After exchange of 
kicks, Peggy sliced through left tackle 
for 22 yards. Two Marine passes failed. 
Another punting exchange and the Ma- 
rine quarter made another first down. 
Bauer hit the line for 20. Peggy over 
for touchdown and Bauer added the 
kicking point. Score end of first half: 


All-Marines, 13; Washington College, 0. 


3rd Quarter.—It was all Bauer in this 
round. He ran the kick-off back for 30 
yerds, and later captured Dobkin’s 
fumble. Several subs in for the Leather- 
necks. Bauer again plunging through 
for plenty of yardage. 

4th Quarter.—Billingsley, who had re- 
placed McCaffery at quarter, tossed a 
beauty to O’Donnell for another six- 
pointer. The pass for point by “Bill” 
was grounded. More subs for the sea 
soldiers. Reinhold punted for Wash- 
ington. Poppleman phantomed his way 
through for a very pretty run and added 
another six-pointer. “Biff” Bauer kicked 
the extra marker. Rosemere gained five 
yards for Washington. Subs going in 
on both sides. The collegian line stopped 
the Leathernecks twice dead in their 
tracks. Reinhold’s punt was blocked and 
ball rolled back of Washington’s goal 
where Ferrell tackled Reinhold who had 
recovered and it was a touchback for 
the Leathernecks. 

Final score: All-Marines, 
ington College, 0 


28; Wash- 


Line-up: 
Washington College All-Marines 
(67)Stevens . left end Floyd(7) 
(62)Phillips __ . left tackle Moe(24) 
(65)Bringhurst left guard Crowe(17) 
(4)Sherkey center Pressley (16) 
(69) Preeny right guard Gann(12) 
(66)Dwyer - right tackle Allen(14) 
(63)Plummer . right end Ferrell(31) 
(60)Robinson - . quarterback McCaffery(6) 
(39)Dobkins left half Bauer(22) 
(58)Reinhold right half Robertson(11) 
(47)Dean . full back O'Neill (20) 


Lohman, head linesman:; Goettge, referee: Goss, 
umpire. 
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YOUNG FEATURES QUANTICO 
SMOKER 


“Honey Boy” Wins 8th Straight Fight. 
Entire Card Is Good. 


By Cpl. Geo. W. Ziehl 

A sextet of red-hot, slam-banging box- 
ing matches, featured by Honey Boy 
Young’s eighth straight victory, held 
sway at Quantico on 22 August, 1930. 
Young, his hair 
slicked back a la 
Staycomb, 
crashed his way 
to a_ sensational 
four round deci- 
sion over Middle- 
ton. By so doing 
the 135-pound mid 
artist gave one 
of the most pol- 
ished exhibitions 
seen at this post 
in many moons 
and was given a 
big ovation at the 
close of his battle. 

The Young- 
Middleton match, 
however, was 
only one of a card 
filled with fea- 
ture matches. All 
of the other five 
matches and the 
lone wrestling ex- 
hibit, the latter of which resulted in an 
11-minute fall for Dehler over Stewart. 
were of top-notch variety. 


“Honey Boy” Young 


No Knockouts 

None of the six bouts resulted in 
knockouts, but each was closely fought 
throughout. Among the best matches 
was the encounter between “Bozo” 
Hayes and Newland and the Mayer-Diaz 
struggle. Both fights were declared 
draws. 

Hayes, who has appeared in 16 fights 
since his return to Quantico from Shang- 
hai, was at his best against Newland. 
For four founds the battlers exchanged 
blows, with Bozo breaking through his 
opponent’s defense frequently to land 
telling blows. He was unable, however, 
to gain either a kayoe or a decision. 


Mayer Misses a Decision 

Tarzan Mayer also did well against 
his opponent and missed gaining a deci- 
sion by a few scant points. The 145- 
pound ace of the Marine Corps had Diaz 
in trouble frequently but was unable to 
put over a bed-time punch. Diaz’s ability 
to rally in the final rounds saved him 
from losing by decision and the match 
was declared a draw. 

In the other matches Cherizitch gained 
a four-round decision over Schreiber, in 
a 155-pound class bout, Ringbaugh, dis- 
playing entirely new ring form, jabbed 
his way to a decision over Ice in a 150- 
pound tussle, Gunnery Sergeant Jim 
Hill, in the nightcap, won a very close 
decision from Stan Duda, as a matter 
of fact it was darn close. 


PARRIS ISLAND SPORT NEWS 
By Larry Buss 
With the season drawing to a close, 
Parris Island’s baseball team continues 
to show its heels to opponents from all 
sections of the South. A_ pretentious 
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schedule of over seventy games will have 
been played before September 30, and 
the record to date reads: Won 47, lost 
12. Teams from Savannah, Charleston, 
Columbia, Waycross, Brunswick, Char- 
lotte and leading college nines have been 
encountered. 

The beginning of the season found few 
veterans for Captain Max Cox to build 
the team from, but through his untiring 
efforts and splendid coaching a team has 
been gathered whose record speaks for 
itself. Captain Cox’s ability not only as 
a coach, but as a player, has been dem- 
onstrated throughout the season and his 
detachment to Nicaragua is a great loss 
to Parris Island athletics. 

The pitching staff boasts of one whose 
record reads like a major leaguer of the 
first water. Sutton, pitching 33 games, 
has won 31 and lost 2. Among this re- 
markable record are several three and 
four hit games, along with a strike-out 
average of ten per game. Quantico will 
cast envious eyes on Sutton when the 
next season rolls around. The rest of 
the mound work has been ably handled 
by Shelton, Hair and Semlar. Zlamal, a 
regular outfielder, came in when needed 
and chalked up five wins. 

The outfield, composed of Hicks, 
Zlamal and Tezak, with Williams alter- 
nating, possesses great hitting strength. 
The defensive work of this quartet is up 
to par also. 

The infield is one of the best seen on 
the Island for some time. Toner at first, 
Bourke and Rector alternating at second, 
Brienza at short and Hoyle at third, form 
a combination hard to beat. Brienza’s 
work at short has been high class 
throughout the season and very few balls 
have passed his territory. Toner, though 
short of stature, makes bad throws look 
perfect and Rector holds down the key- 
stone sack in great style. 

The catching staff can be named 
Griffin. A hound on bad balls, combined 
with an uncanny knack of out-guessing 
the batter, make him a catcher of great 
worth. His hitting has helped to pull 
many a game out of the fire. 

The spirit of the team has been excel- 
lent in victory and in defeat. Attend- 
ance at the home games has been large, 
showing that the post appreciates a 
fighting team. The record speaks for it- 
self and will be long remembered by 
those who have watched its growth from 
week to week. 


PARRIS ISLAND TROUNCES 
SAVANNAH 11-3, 11-1 

Parris Island defeated Savannah Re- 
finery in both games of a week-end bill 
here to the tune of 11-3 and 11-1 on Au- 

gust 17 and 18, respectively. This ex- 

oe the wins of the post team to 47. 
Zlamal pitched the opening game and 
was not extended at any period. Timely 
hitting and clock-like ‘defense held the 
visitors in check at all stages. Toner 
played his usual game at first and came 
through with timely hits. Bravebinger 
of the visitors pitched a fair game but 
received poor support. 

Sunday’s game was a repetition in that 
the home team romped in to the tune of 
11-1. Hair pitched in masterly fashion 
and held the Sugar Refiners in check at 
all times. Zlamal and Griffin supplied 
the hitting honors of the day and Toner 
again played a bang-up game at first. 
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PHILADELPHIA MARINES SWAMP 
NAVY TWICE 
By B. Price 

Philadelphia, Pa., July 22.—Two over- 
whelming victories over the Navy Hos- 
pital brought the Marines at the yard 
here the midsummer championship of the 
Fourth Naval District. The Leather- 
necks cleaned up the series by the scores 
of 23 to 6 and 14 to 4. 

These games were the culmination of a 
long series of contests amongst the 
various navy yard and ships’ teams in 
which the League Island Leathernecks 
and the high-temperature and iodine men 
from the hospital stood neck and neck 
in the battle for supremacy among the 
sea-faring forces. The two victories put 
the Marines on top of the heap. 

The first game was played under a 
sweltering sun with the thermometer at 
103. This did not faze the sea soldiers 
for they crashed the apple steadily and 
vigorously to earn 22 solid base smashes. 
Richards, centerfielder, batted a 1.000, 
getting five hits out of five trips to the 
plate. 

Giffert, the young Marine pitching ace, 
displayed a remarkably  cool-headed 
game, and he used a baffling change of 
pace which befuddled the Navy batters. 
He only allowed six scattered hits and 
but for an unfortunate slip on the right- 
fielder’s part, the score would have been 
still more one-sided. 

Game number two was played under 
the same weather conditions, but again 
the Marines uncorked their heavy ar- 
tillery and slammed the apple for 20 
hits. Richards pitched an uncanny game 
of ball, mowing the Navy down in one- 
two-three order. A couple of poor plays 
in the first inning gave the Sailors four 
runs, but the team steadied and from 
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then on one could only hear the steady 
smack of Marine bats. In this game 
Richards only poled five out of six, but 
he promised to do better in the future. 
Scales played an excellent game at sec- 
ond in both games and Wolfe, he of the 
shooting fame, held both pitchers down 
behind the plate in fine form. Maxwell 
hit the pill for .567. 


Box score of first game: 


MARINES ABH R E 
Morrison (Capt.), 3b ..... 2 
Mashek, 1b @ 3 
Giffert, p . is 


NAVY ABH R E 


5 0 0 0 
Spaulding, 1b, p 3 00 0 
Manna, cf 4110 
Hatton, If 40 0 0 
Whalen, 1b 401 0 
Wienel, rf 2 
Jacobs, p 1 


| © 
~ 


36 4 6 3 

Time of game—2 hrs. and 30 min. 

Losing pitcher—Jacobs. Attendance— 

204 disgusted gobs and 72 elated Ma- 

rines. Also about 7,000,000 bugs and 
minor annoyances. 

Marines 


3310316 3—23 
Navy 020 


000000 4—6 


AMERICA’S FOREMOST PISTOL SHOT 


Gunnery Sergeant Henry M. Bailey, United States Marine Corps, is the pistol cham- 
pion of America, having won the National Individual Pistol Match at Camp Perry, O. 


He was awarded the Custer Trophy. 
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Box score of second game: 


MARINES ABH RE 
6 3 2 
st 
Morrison, 3b ............ 5 21 86 

45 20 14 2 
NAVY ABH RE 
40 0 90 

33 5 4 1 


Time of game—2 hours and 18 min. 
Losing pitcher—Whalen. Attendance— 
A lot more disgust registered among the 


sailors. The bugs weren’t so busy. 
Marines 04102250 


40000000 0—4 
UL. S. MARINE TEAM WINNER IN 
SHOOT 
Scoring 195 out of a possible 200 at 
600 and 1000 yards, the longest dis- 
tances on the range, the U. S. Marine 
Corps team of R. A. Markle and H. M. 
Bailey won the Marine Corps long-range 
match on the second day of the united 
services of New England tournament at 
the State rifle range at Wakefield, Mass., 

7 August, 1930. 

Making 145 out of a possible 150, C. 
R. Nordstrom of the Marines, winner of 
the Cutting 1000-yard match the day be- 
fore, added another trophy to his collec: 
tion by winning the Woodman match at 
200, 600 and 1000 yards. He had a pos- 
sible score at 600 yards and within one 
of it at 1000 yards. 

The summary: 


Marine Corps Long-range Match 
(Trophy presented by the U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps, Boston.) 
600 1000 
Yds. Yds. Tls. 


R. A. Markle, U.S.M.C... 49 48 
H. M. Bailey, U.S.M.C... 49 49 195 
E. V. Seeser, U.S.M.C.... 46 50 
S. J. 49 49 194 
S. C. Linholm, U.S.C.G... 50 48 
O. J. Topmiller, U.S.C.G.. 47 49 194 
J. R. Aiete, U.S.M.C...... 49 49 
C. J. Laine, U.S.M.C.. 49 47 194 


PARRIS ISLAND NOTES 
By Barry W. Pierce 

The Parris Island Marines concluded 
a most successful season, September 
14th, with a record of 72 games played, 
53 games won, and 19 lost. 

Corporal L. E. Sutton was the star 
hurler of the team with a record of 29 
games played of which he won 24, lost 
5, and shut out 9. Sutton’s batting and 
fielding average was also very good. 

The team this season had an excep- 
tionally long schedule and toward the 
end played the most difficult teams. Dur- 
ing the last month of the season the 
team suffered many casualties in the 
way of broken bones. 
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The majority of the games lost were 
in the beginning of the season before 
the team had had much chance to work 
together, but after a bit of seasoning the 
wins were regular. 

The best game of the season was that 
with the Broad River Power Company’s 
team. It went 13 innings, Sutton finally 
pitching the Marines to a 2 to 1 victory. 
This game was perfect in all depart- 
ments, both pitchers striking out 14 men, 
but the Marines managed to squeeze over 
3 hits while Sutton held the other team 
to two scattered bingles. 

Toner, Marine catcher, suffered a 
broken finger at the beginning of the sea- 
son and he was relieved by Joe Griffin. 
Griffin did a great deal to infuse spirit 
into the rest of the team and was very 
effective at the bat. Toner returned to 
the game in the middle of the season 
and played first base in a very satisfac- 
tory manner until Griffin, in his turn 
broke his finger, and it was necessary for 
Toner to resume his catching. In the 
last game of the season Toner’s hard 
luck again hit him in the shape of a man 
sliding home, this time his wrist went 
blooey, by the way, it was next to the 
last man in the last half of the last 
inning of the last game. 

Griffin, Toner, Rector and Hoyle all 
suffered broken hands and fingers during 
the season and these losses caused the 
Marines not a few of their defeats. 

The outfield suffered most through the 
loss of Hicks and Puller, very good men 
at the bat. Hicks drove the longest home 
run ever seen on this diamond. Puller, 
better known as “Rheumatism,” had the 
knack of getting on base nearly every 
time he batted. 

“Patsy” Brienza, “Babe” Hoyle, Rec- 
tor, Toner, and “Red” Griffin were out- 
standing in the field. Brienza particu- 
larly because of his excellent work at 
short, he has one of the best throwing 
arms on the team. 

Taczak turned in the best fielding 
average among the outfielders and was 
also well up on the batting list. This 
man covered more ground than any of 
the other men in the outfield. 

Jerry Zlamal started the season in the 
outfield, but when a dearth of pitchers 
threatened, he stepped in and was sec- 
ond only to Sutton. Zlamal had 11 wins 
and 2 defeats out of 13 games, and that 
combined with his keen batting eye made 
him a decided asset to the team. 

Bourke, second baseman, had a good 
season at the bat and also in the field 
until the last month, when, due to in- 
juries, he slowed up _ considerably. 
Bourke has probably the most flashy 
style of any man on the team and at 
times this flashy style led him into a 
great deal of trouble, but on the whole 
he was very reliable. 

Captain Max Cox, USMC, was Athletic 
Officer and team coach during the greater 
part of the season. Captain Cox is a 
very versatile ball player, being able 
to play almost any position -in time of 
emergency. In the one game the Cap- 
tain pitched, Shelton, Marine pitcher, 
was knocked out of the box in the fourth 
ining and Captain Cox, without any 
preliminary warm-up, stepped in to win 
the game 7 to 6. He also led the bat- 


ting in this game with a double, a single 
and a sacrifice out of three trips to the 
plate. 

In the middle of the season 2nd Lieu- 
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The Marine Baseball Team at the Marine Barracks, N. O. B., Key West, Florida, under 
2nd Lieut. Charles E. Chapel has had a very successful season playing local teams. 


Top row, left to right: 


Land, Hayes, Turner, Thompson, Palmer, Burgess. 


Bottom 


row, left to right: Griffin, Kemp, Brake, Ziegler, Whitaker. 


tenant M. A. Cramer, USMC, relieved 
Captain Cox as athletic officer. Lieu- 
tenant Cramer faced a very difficult task 
in taking over an already established 
team in the middle of the season, but he 
certainly succeeded. The team owes a 
great deal to these two officers for their 
splendid work and encouragement. 

Supply Sergeant C. R. Butts was field 
umpire and Sergeant L. A. Kalman was 
behind the plate. Both of these men 
deserve a great deal of credit for the 
excellent manner in which they umpired 
the games. 

The team average for games won and 
lost during the past season was a very 
high one, .783. This is rather unusual 
considering the very hard schedule they 
had. 


SAN DIEGO MARINES UNDER WAY 
FOR 1930 GRID SEASON 


By Cliff House 


Starting the grid season by holding 
the Olympic Club’s hard hitting back- 
field that functioned unusually well, the 
San Diego Marines lost their opening tilt 
at Kezar Stadium, San Francisco, Sep- 
tember 21st, 19 to 0. 

The Olympians bumped into a great 
deal more resistance and a much smarter 
end in King than the Devil Dogs were 
expected to present, and with Big Benny 
Kafka and “Mule” Mace at tackles and 
“Seabag” Lambert at guard playing a 
great game for the Marines, the Olym- 
pians found stabs at the line particularly 
tough. 

Throughout the first quarter the bat- 
tle had been even, when a tough break 
with the ball in the Leathernecks’ hands 
on their own 28-yard line paved the way 
for the Winged-O initial tally. A pass 
from center carried past the backs when 
a halfback got crossed up on the play 
for no reason at all, Davidson of Olym- 


pic captured the fumbled pill and swung 
across the goal standing up. 

The greater measure of interest among 
the 5,000 present during the game cen- 
tered during the third period on the 
offensive onslaughters of Callahan, a 
Marine back, who played as though he 
loved it—and the harder the, better. “I 
may not be in there long, but I'll do 
something while I’m there,” the big 
Irishman said before the game. He 
wasn’t fooling. His tackles were among 
the most conspicuous on the field, and he 
tore off several neat gains at critical 
moments. Willis Ryckman, of Marine 
football fame, was the most spectacular 
individual in the tiring third and fourth 
periods. 

With only five days rest and several 
of Johnny Blewetts students injured the 
Marines lost a much better game than 
the score indicates to St. Ignatius Col- 
lege at Oakland ball park, September 
26th, beneath the midnight sun of blaz- 
ing flood lights, 26 to 0. 

Fumbles cost the Marines several 
touchdowns that are regarded as tough 
breaks, particularly so when Marion 
Trees, a Marine halfback, intercepted a 
pass on his own 45-yard line and ran to 
the collegians’ 15-yard line and lost the 
ball after several plays on a fumble. 

In the last period the Devil Dogs tried a 
desperate aerial attack but were stopped 
before they got very far into St. Igna- 
tius territory. 


Marines 15, “Tennessee” 12 


Returned from San Francisco by stage 
on September 29th, battered and bruised 
from their clash with the strong teams 
of the north and with but five days in 
which to recuperate, the Marines met the 
U. S. S. “Tennessee” at Navy Field, San 
Diego, October 4th. The game was the 
best played in San Diego so far this 
year, both teams battled on even terms 
throughout the four periods. The “Ten- 
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nessee” took advantage in the opening 
quarter on a series of passes and end 
runs that put them on the Devil Dogs’ 
four-yard line. John Blewett did some 
substituting and they held for three 
downs, the Rebels passing only to have 
Willis Ryckman, veteran Marine half- 
back, intercept the pill and carry it out 
of the danger zone. Another attack par- 
taking of the nature of a power drive 
late in the quarter moved the ball to 
Marines 12-yard line where they again 
held. The break came when Jordan, 
Rebel tackle, broke through, blocked 
Tree’s attempted punt and then gathered 
in the ball and crossed the goal for the 
first marker. Armstrong failed to con- 
vert for the extra point. Gilb, guard, 
and Kafka, tackle, stood out on defense 
for the Marines. 

With six points against them the 
Leathernecks settled down in the second 
period, with the ball well in “Tennessee” 
territory. After several neat gains by 
Ryckman and Trees, Marine backs, the 
Rebels held on their 15-yard line. Arm- 
strong’s' attempted punt was spoiled by 
the Marine line and the ball bounded 
into the end zone where Corneilson, Ma- 
rine center, parked on it for a safety. 
Several minutes later the Devil Dogs 
took the lead when Applestill fumbled a 
high punt on his own 15-yard line and 
Marines recovered it. A lateral pass, 
Donnelly to Callahan, was good for a 
first down on the three-yard line from 
where Callahan packed the oval across. 
Callahan converted the extra point, mak- 
ing the score, Marines 9, “Tennessee” 2. 

Through the third quarter the two 
elevens put on a brilliant defensive ex- 
hibition, the “Tennessee” holding the 
Marines on three different occasions 
while within 10 yards of their own goal. 

A beautiful pass from Donnelly to King 
in the last quarter netted 35 yards for 
a touchdown. With four minutes to play 
the “Tennessee” made its final goalward 
march, Armstrong passed to Roberts for 
40 yards, putting the ball on Marines 12- 
yard line, from where Clifton, Rebel full- 
back, rocketed over right tackle for the 
touchdown. The game ended with play 
in midfield. 


Seore by quarters of games: 


1234 
6 6 0 7—19 
000 0— 0 
6 7 6 7—26 
000 0— 0 
6 0 0 6—12 
09 0 6—15 


GIGANTIC SPECTACLE ARRANGED 
IN HONOR OF HARRY A. MACKEY, 
MAYOR OF PHILADELPHIA 


Many Members of the American Legion 
Are Represented. 


SUNSET PARADE FEATURES 


By Cpl. Geo. W. Ziehl 

Quantico, Va., October 13.—Arriving 
by train from Philadelphia this after- 
noon, Harry A. Mackey, Mayor of Phila- 
delphia, reviewed a mammoth program 
of aerial maneuvers at Quantico, base 
of the United States Marine Corps. He 
arrived on General Atterbury’s private 
car at Union Station and was accom- 
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panied by Mr. Theodore Rosen, John 
Dervin, Colonel V. A. Carroll, H. W. 
Jarvis, D. E. Curren, J. Flamming, E. 
Heller, J. Quinn, R. Coop, J. Knowlton, 
J. Keating, S. Kirk and F. Levy. 
Twenty-two Planes Perform 

The air rang with a roar of one Ford 
and twenty-one escort planes, com- 
manded by Lieutenant Sanderson, one of 
the many Marine aces stationed at Quan- 
tico. Flying about 200 feet from the 
ground, they went into a “squirrel cage” 
and maneuvered over the field. The 
Mayor was very much impressed by the 
performance, and did not hesitate to 
say so. 

Upon completion of the maneuvers at 
Brown Field, the party made a tour 
of inspection of the reservation, inspect- 


General Butler greets Mayor Harry A. 
Mackey of Philadelphia, who was re- 
cently entertained at Quantico. 


ing “C” Barracks, the Commissary, 75 
and 155-mm. gun parks, and the sick 
quarters area. 


Sunset Parade Features 

Following the tour of inspection there 
was a sunset parade. 

At this time the detachment appeared 
upon the parade field, attired in dress 
blues and made a very picturesque scene 
which will long live in the memories of 
the 4000 spectators, many of whom were 
from Washington and Fredericksburg. 

The Mayor remarked to General But- 
ler during the review that “he would 
much rather carry a piccolo than a big 
brass horn.” Mayor Mackey and his 
guest with General Butler stood at the 
edge of the parade ground in the dusk 
and watched the long stream of white 
caps marching along as one unit, the men 
singing “There’s a Long, Long Trail a 
Winding.” It was a sight to bring tears 
into the eyes of anyone and the mayor 
and general could not refrain from join- 
ing in song with the men. 

The party then journeyed to General 
Butler’s home for dinner. 


Smoker For the Mayor 


Johnny Thomas, hard-hitting middle- 
weight from the Signal Battalion, sent 
Dill, battling aviator, down for the count 
of ten in the second of a scheduled six- 
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round engagement. Thomas kaoed his 
opponent with a steaming left to the 
stomach. 

In the semi-final fight, ““Tarzen” Mayer 
battled “Kid” Ice to a draw after a tor- 
rid six-round match, which found neither 
boxer shading the other. In the hundred 
sixty-five pound class, “Red” Schmidt 
received the decision over Gruber, 
Johnny Ward was awarded the referee’s 
verdict over Esterbrook in a one-sided 
encounter in the hundred fifty-five pound 
division. Gregory outboxed Phelan jp 
the hundred thirty-five pound class, and 
Barnett lost to Berryman in the hundred 
twenty-nine pound class on a decision. 


FOOTBALL AT PARRIS ISLAND 
By Corporal L. H. Buss 


Football at Parris Island opened with 
a bang October 5th with a double-header 
beginning the Inter-post League. Head- 
quarters defeated the Music School 20-0 
in the first half of the bill and Service 
Company and the Outlaws, an aggrega- 
tion composed of men from various smal] 
units, played a 0-0 tie in the final. A 
good crowd was on hand to witness the 
ushering in of the season and from the 
enthusiasm shown it is predicted that 
the Inter-post schedule will see some 
thrillers before the final game. 


First Game 

Headquarters and the Musics staged a 
real battle with the superior weight of 
Headquarters finally wearing down the 
stubborn resistance of the Musics in the 
second half. The first half found weight 
offset by speed and the work of the 
Music School ends, Colsher and Ramsey, 
along with the brilliant play of Donnelly 
at full kept the Musics on even terms 
with their heavier opponents. The sec- 
ond half finally took its toll and Bell, 
after intercepting a Music pass, ran 
sixty yards for Headquarters’ first score. 
It was only a matter of time then until 
Headquarters had things their way and 
soon pushed over two more touchdowns 
to win the game 20-0. 


Line-up: 
Headquarters Co Music School 
Snively right end Colsher 
Applebaum . right tackle Cramer 
Cooley - right guard .- Allison 
Hanvy Pettly 
Koehler _...._.... left guard — Nowles 
Butterfield left tackle Bryan 
Rector _... left end Ramsey 
Griffin quarterback . Kalb 
Bell - left halfback Harrison 
Matchette right halfback - Wright 
Land fullback —... Donnelly 

Referee—Butts. Umpire—Kalman. 

1 2 3 4 Final 

Headquarters Co 00713 @ 
Music School . 0000 0 


Second Game 


The final game of the afternoon found 
Service Company and the Outlaws quite 
well matched and after fighting up and 
down the field for four periods neither 
team had scored. This was the best 
game of the afternoon and every trick 
of the game was exhibited to the fans. 
Although the very short time in which 
the teams had to prepare for their first 
game somewhat hampered smooth play, 
both teams showed a well-balanced back- 
field whose members could run, pass and 
kick. Woods and Williams for the Out- 
laws made consistent gains through the 
Service forward wall only to be stopped 
when within scoring distance. McKenns 
of Service also could not make any head- 
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way after placing the ball inside the 
Outlaws’ twenty-yard line. 

The thrill of the game came in the 
opening quarter when Service, through 
an intercepted pass by Woods, found it- 
self backed up to its own one-yard line. 
Three times the Outlaws charged into 
the Service line only to find a stone wall 
blocking passage. 

The second half was a repetition of 
the first with the edge in yardage gained 
going to Woods and Williams of the Out- 
laws. These two ball toters possess class 
and it is going to take a fast shifting 
line to keep them from gaining. Silkey, 
center for the Outlaws, stood out in the 
line. Service possessed a beefy squad 
but it is weak at the tackles. With an- 
other week’s work they should improve 
considerably and will threaten any team 
for the League leadership. 

The showing of the teams in the 
opener leaves little to choose between 
them, but it appears that the Musics are 
slightly outclassed due to lack of weight 
and experience. They certainly make up 
for that with a fighting spirit that will 
harass the others from the opening 
whistle to the close. Lieutenant Page 
has done well with the material on hand 
and expects to give no quarter to all op- 
ponents. Lieutenant Cramer is coaching 
Service Company, Lieutenant. Humphrey 
the Outlaws and Staff Sergeant Quinn, 
Headquarters Company. The games are 
being capably handled by Q. M. Ser- 
geant Butts and Sergeant Kalman. 


Line-up: 
Service Co. Outlaws 
Jeresek - right end Bartz 
Hill . right tackle Carlson 
Peterson right guard Bell 
Pallange .. center Silkey 
Cramer . left guard Furnace 
Kline . left tackle Jordan 
Horn . left end West 
Schrinal .- . Quarterback Sims 
McKenna .. left halfback Woods 
Dowling .... Tight halfback . Williams 
Beck . fullback - Blount 


Referee—Kalman. Umpire—Butts. Head lines- 
man—Chadwick. 


1 2 3 4 Final 
Service Co. 0000 0 
Outlaws . 0000 0 


ALL-MARINES WIN FIRST TWO 
GAMES OF THE SEASON 
By B. Price 

The pigskin is squealing, what with 
the All-Marines planting it all over their 
opponent’s fields. Thus far in the sea- 
son, the sea soldier gridders have met 
and conquered their first two opponents. 
John Carroll fell victim to a powerful 
attack at Cleveland on the night of Sep- 
tember 19, 14 to 0. 

This fray was fought under the “owl” 
lights of Luna Park Stadium and the 
people of Cleveland went away satisfied 
with the knowledge that the Marines 
had a machine that was hard to beat. 

A fortnight’s lay-off and the warriors 
met Washington College in Philadelphia, 
which, incidentally, is the base of the 
All-Marine team. In _ real football 
weather and under the same lights that 
saw the famous Gyrene lick the Manas- 
sas Mauler, the representative scarlet 
and gold eleven laced the collegians to 
the tune of 28 to 0. 

Poppleman is as elusive as some fel- 
lows when police call goes. Bauer, a 
tall and rangy back, is crashing through 
the line for long gains. Gotko is back. 
And that means our opponents will see 
some more fine drop-kicking. “Whitey” 
Lloyd of football fame is upsetting 
enemy tacklers very roughly from his 
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left wing post. Several of the regulars 
are back and the newcomers have pro- 
duced three or four very valuable leather 
toters. 


QUANTICO ELEVEN WINS FIRST 
TWO GAMES 


Forward Pass Nets Marines 7 to 0 Vic- 
tory Over Langley Field Team. 


BACKFIELD SHINES 


By Cpl. Geo. W. Ziehl 

The Quantico Post team crashed its 
way to an impressive 7 to 0 victory over 
Langley Field in the opening game of 
the season on Friday, October 3, 1930, 
at the Quantico Stadium, with nearly 
3,000 fans in attendance. A successfully 
executed forward pass from Zeher to 


Two rival commanders who will see their 

football teams in action on Armistice 

Day. General Butler of the Marines and 

Commander Rosen of the Philadelphia 
American Legion. 


Dailey netted the Devil Dogs their sole 
score in the waning minutes of the third 
quarter. A line plunge accounted for the 
extra point. 

Brilliant ball carrying on the part of 
Dailey, Booth, Butler, and Coffman placed 
the Gyrenes in a scoring position. Shew, 
giant Quantico tackle, was the outstand- 


ing line performer of the day. 
Quantico Post. Langley Field 


Adams . __..— Tight end . Donn 
Johnson right tackle Holmes 
Levinsky Tight guard Jennette 
Beck __.... center Soultz 
Dever . . left guard ‘ Fosse 
Shew tackle Peper 
Carter left end . Powaliski 
Diaz __... Quarterback Hetrick 
Butler right halfback Owens 
Resio . left halfback . McKenney 
Zeher fullback Day 
Marines 007 
Soldiers 000 O00 


Touchdowns—Dailey. Subs: Quantico—Brandt 
for Johnson, Hostad for Beck, Young for Diaz, 
Booth for Resio, Dailey for Booth, Coffman for 
Butler, Spellman for Shew, Duda for Levinsky, 
Lynch for Carter, Posik for Adams. Langley 
Field—Howard for McKenney, Jones for Hetrick. 

In the second game, the Quantico Ma- 
rines swamped Fort Eustis to the amaz- 
ing tune of 110 to 0. No details of this 
game have reached us as yet, but from 
the score we judge it to have been ay 
slaughter of innocents. 
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SMILEY AND KINDT STAGE BEST 
BOUT OF THE SEASON 

IN PANAMA 

Just a few lines to let you folks in 
the States know what the Devil Dogs at 
the Coco Solo Barracks are doing to 
keep up the Marine Corps tradition in 
this land. 
Enclosed please find clippings taken 
from the “Star and Herald,” Panama 
daily newspaper. We of «this detach- 
ment are very proud of’ Private First 
Class Kindt’s performance, even though 
he did lose the decision, in view of the 
fact that this was his first performance 
in the squared ring and with a nine- 
pound advantage over him. 
Private First Class Kindt will go a 
long way in the art of fisticuffs with 


proper handling. (Not signed.—Ed.) 

“The greatest bout of the season was 
the third preliminary between Jab Smiley 
of Davis and Kindt of the U. S. Marines. 
These boys fought a fight which will 
never be forgotten. Both were out of 
their corner at the bell and from then 
until the end of the fourth it was slam- 
bam. The first was so fast and furious 
that the referee thought he heard the 
bell above the cheering of the fans and 
stopped the fight 30 seconds short. 
Smiley used his left jab throughout the 
last two rounds and it was this which 
earned him the decision. Smiley is only 
a novice at the game but his natural 
ability and his persistence in following 
his opponent will take him far in the 
game if he is handled properly. 

“Somebody in New York undertook to 
count the blows in the Berg-Chocolate 
bout and found that Berg hit Chocolate 
3,000 times in 10 rounds. The nearest 
approach to that was this bout between 
Smiley and Kindt. A dozen scribes with 
a gross of adding machines could never 
have caught all the blows that these 
gents slung at each other. 

“Smiley’s persistency and his advan- 
tage of nine pounds on the Marine 
earned him the fight but Kindt earned 
himself a place in the hearts of the fans 
for his great exhibition. There is no- 
body, with the possible exception of 
Delaney or Harrington, at his weight 
who could stand up under his blows.” 


FOOTBALL AT KEY WEST, FLA. 
By James W. Bristow 
The local Navy-Marine football team is 
composed of both sailors and Marines on 
duty at the Key West Naval Station. 
This team is coached by McConnell and 
is managed by Lieutenant Charles E. 
Chapel, U. S. Marine Corps, Naval Sta- 
tion Athletic Officer, who has had phe- 
nomenal success in securing harmony in 
athletics among the Army, Navy and 
Marine Corps units stationed here. We 
are very proud of the fact that our foot- 
ball team is playing such teams as the 
University of Havana, the Athletic Club 
of Havana, and the University of Miami. 
We also have a baseball league, boxing, 
wrestling, track, gymnasium, swimming, 
and basketball going on at this station. 
The commanding officer, Marine Bar- 
racks, is Captain Eli Savage, U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps, who is a strong supporter of 
the athletic program and takes an active 
interest in the recreational program. The 
commandant is Captain Robert T. Men- 
ner, U. S. Navy, who is also an active 
supporter of athletics. 
‘ (Continued on page 47) 
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OUT OF THE BRIG 
By LOU WYLIE 


Dear Fellows: 
Here we are with 
the first cold of 
the season, and if 
| itisn’ta wow... 
| well, our educa- 
| tion in colds just 
hasn’t been com- 
plete. You all 
know the old 
jingle: 
“It isn’t the cough 
That'll carry you 

a It’s the coffin 

They carry you 

Lou Wylie off ’n,” 

which may or may 
not have anything to do with the case. 
Anyhow, we are pretty darn low, and if 
this column ends up by being so down in 
the depths that you have to fish around 
on the deck to find it, don’t be at all sur- 
prised. A hundred years from now it 
probably won’t make much difference, 
but the only trouble is that it isn’t a 
hundred years from now, and there’s 
nothing we can do about it, having set 
a precedent of a column a month some 
five years ago, and having missed out 
only about a couple of times during that 
interim. That “some five years ago” re- 
minds us of something, and that is that 
in the September issue of the Leather- 
neck there was a bang-up good column 
by John Culnan, whom we will always 
remember as the author of Hi Wright 
Perry, and although we looked all over 
the October issue and even edgewise on 
the leaves, we couldn’t find a single line 
by John Culnan. But we should be used 
to that. Men are always disappointing 
us. That comes of being a woman, and 
since -Mr. Freud and a lot of his boy 
friends tell us that all women have a 
martyr complex, it’s probably just as 
well that we are disappointed occasion- 
ally, it gives us something else to worry 
about. If Lieutenant Culnan has gone 
A. W. O. L., however, we suggest that 
something be done about it. We have 
never been the sort that would suffer in 
silence. 

We, as we have just stated, we have 
never been the kind to suffer in silence, 
but there are occasions when making 
plenty of noise gets results, and there 
have been occasions in our life when the 
results we got by the noise we made 
weren't so hot. That is generally the 
case when dealing with the janitor of, 
what for better name, we'll call our 
quarters, although after seeing the brig 
over at the Brooklyn Navy Yard we 
rather think we’re over-complimentary. 
Once upon a time the weather stayed 
warm until the 15th of October, and on 
that date he turned on the steam heat 
for the first time during that particular 
fall, and we are still weak from a battle 
of intellects during which we tried to 
convince him that it made no difference 
if it was June and we were cold, we 
wanted heat, and he stolidly and continu- 
ally repeated to us that it wasn’t the 
fifteenth of October yet, a date which 
we know about as well as he does, as it 
happens to be one of the times we get 
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a little cash handed out to us over on 
the “job.” There was another time, too, 
that we yelled to good purpose about 
a fire escape ladder leading from the 
ground to our second floor window which 
we were afraid some burglar might climb 
and after a long argument we proved so 
convincing this same janitor went out 
and removed the ladder, and carefully 
laid it alongside the house under our 
window, all of which may or may not 
have anything to do with the price of 
radio common this fall (we are tempted 
to make a pun right here, you know, the 
sort everybody makes about this time of 
the year, and any one of the many recent 
Wall Street crashes, but our marvelous 
force of character is restraining us). 

Now that we've wept all over every- 
body’s shoulder (never mind looking 
guiltily for powder marks on the old 
blue blouses, I am only metaphorically 
speaking, and it would probably be Vicks 
salve, if I weren't, for we only powdered 
our face once today, and we sneezed ten 
minutes by the clock then. Maybe we 
had better get down to some of the para- 
graphs that generally occur in this col- 
umn along about here. . . 

* 


And, since it’s grown customary to 
serve up a bit of verse somewhere in the 
column, here’s a brand new poem just 
written, and probably suggested by 
watching the “Salt Lake City” glide 
down the Narrows today on her way to 
sea. 

SEA CALL 
I have no words for proud ships sailing 
Swiftly toward where the sky and 
ocean meet; 
Nor have I song for white gulls brightly 
wheeling, 

Their beauty is too sharply strong and 

sweet. 


I have made songs of woodlands in the 
gloaming, 
And birds that nest in apple trees, and 
sing, 
And I have put into word pictures 
flowering 
Of fragile crocus buds that burst to 
greet the spring. 


But when I see keen bows that split the 
foaming 
Crest of the waves to salt spray curl- 
ing white, 
And gray gulls circling seaward in the 
sunshine, 
I find no words because my soul with 
them takes flight. 


Which reminds us, the boys over at 
Fort Lafayette (whose dinner invita- 
tion we have never found time to take 
up) are exciting a lot of attention in 
Bay Ridge right now. A bunch of nosey 
old ladies who have nothing else to 
worry about object to the appearance of 
the old fort and are after Congressman 
Carley to get a bill through to have it 
either removed entirely, or have it 
beautified. So they needn't be a bit 
surprised to get orders to tie some baby 
ribbons on their row boats, put some pink 
frills around the batteries, and install a 
white marble basin and fresco on the 
side of the island facing Shore Road 
Drive, which last suggestion isn’t so 
hot, as some of the fellows may take a 
notion to use the fountain for a swim- 
ming pool just about the time some of 
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the esthetic old dames are flashing a 
silver edged lorgnette in their direction, 
Congressman Carley strikes us as a 
good scout though, and we hope that it’s 
one of the times he can take a joke. 
After all, even a congressman must reach 
his limit of endurance, and if he hasn't, 
well . . . we have a few bills of our 
own which we'd like to get through, and 
one of them would be to provide some- 
thing for useless old ladies and their 
masculine prototypes to do when they 
got so esthetic there just wasn’t any get- 
ting along with them. 


Among the many jobs foisted on this 
columner since her incarceration in the 
borough of Brooklyn has been the tak- 
ing over of the children’s club on the 
particular sheet for which she slaves. 
There are some 600 kiddies in the club 
and at present they are working on a 
composition that is to have for its sub- 
ject “What I, as a Child, Think When I 
See the American Flag,” and Col. A. E. 
Greene and his Marines over at the 
Brooklyn Navy Yard have offered a five 
dollar gold piece for one of the prizes. 
Col. Jos. Rorke comes along and in the 
name of his reserve command offers an- 
other five dollar gold piece, while the 
304th U. S. Marines Reserves are argu- 
ing as to whether they shall be permitted 
to give a gold Marine Corps emblem to 
the child submitting the best work, or 
whether they shall pool their resources 
with the Second Naval Militia and let 
them in on it, all of which makes this 
columner all puffed up with pride and 
gratitude. Not that it’s the first time 
the Marines have ever come out whole- 
heartedly in support of any of her under- 
takings, for they always have, even to 
parading in the hot New Orleans sun at 
her request, for Decoration Day and 
Poppy Day celebrations, to helping her 
land a job the day she reached New 
York, but it just gives one a feeling of 
“belonging” that even we independent, 
modern women who brag about liking to 
stand alone, find pretty nice at times. 

This columner is already all agog over 
the U. S. Marine detachment that will 
be sent to the new cruiser “New Or- 
leans,” although it is going to be a long 
time before she is ready for them, for 
her keel will not go down before March 
or April. However, the New Orleans 
Association of Commerce mean to do 
right by their namesake, and have ap- 
pointed us to keep close tab on the work, 
and send down stories of her construc- 
tion every three or four weeks. Over 
at the navy yard a few weeks ago we 
got our first data and sent a story about 
how her lines were laid down in the 
mould room over at Building 3, as the 
first actual step in construction after 
she had passed from a thing of blue 
prints and pencil markings to actually 
call for real construction work. It is 
going to be one of the most interesting 
things in the world to watch this cruiser 
grow and take form, and to sit here with 
snow all around, and write information 
about her slowly coming to “young 
cruiserhood” to all those folks in New 
Orleans, who will be strolling around 
under palm trees, or sitting over their 
small cups of black coffee and feeling 
very proud to know the ship is really 
being constructed. Somehow there is 


going to be no escaping her the rest of 
(Continued on page 42) 
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THE IEATHERNECK Forty-one 
THREE “CHEERS ’ for the Army and Navy 


NOT A COUGH IN 
A CARLOAD”™ 


-BEECH-NUT 


CHEWING TOBACCO 


is 


Rocky Ford 
5S°CIGAR 


WHEN IT'S GOT THE STUFF 
... A NICKELS ENOUGH 


PACKAGE 


PASTEURIZED MILK IS SAFE MILK! 


WHY TAKE A CHANCE? 
Delivery in Quantico, Va. 


FARMERS CREAMERY C0O., INC. Fredericksburg, Va. 


by 


SEND THE LEATHERNECK HOME 


Your Friends and Relatives Will Enjoy It More Than You Do 


It is impossible to explain in letters to 
friends or relatives all they want to know 
about your service in the U. S. Marine Corps. 
Just fill in this blank and let your folks read 
all these things from month to month during 
the coming year. Each number contains ex- 
clusive news, pictures, and features from all 
over the world where Marines are on duty. 

If you could step into our office and read 
some of the hundreds of letters received 
from friends and relatives of Marines who 
have sent The Leatherneck back home, and 
see how anxious and well pleased these peo- 
ple are to have the magazine sent to them, 
you would not hesitate a moment to fill in 
and return the attached subscription blank. 


Editor of The Leatherneck, Washington, D. C. 


Here is my $2.50. Please put the following name on 
your subscription list for one year. 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford | 
$2 Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 52 


Once again the 
month which on 
its opening days 
was so full of 
sorrow and heart- 
ache to the thou- 
sands of folks 
back home, days 
in which the 
hours were so 
full of danger, 
suffering and 
death to those on 
the front lines in 
France, and dur- 
ing which the 
tide of battle 
constantly gave 
promise of final 
triumph to our 
advancing forces, is here. And then 
after ten days of continued and relent- 
less strain which the horrors of warfare 
brought, mixed with daily remarks of 
“neace in sight”—came the eleventh day 


“Doc” Clifford 


(Dawson Photo) 


with all the rejoicing and thanksgiving: 


in all lands that at last the Armistice 
was signed and the war was over. Yes, 
the war was over and yet I cannot help 
but think, on each recurring eleventh, of 
those whose homes have still the vacant 
chair, and of those whose bodies will not 
allow them to think that the days of 
1917-18 were simply a dream. It is 
these thoughts that often make my notes 
take on that aspect which my friend, 
Miss Lou Wylie, makes mention in last 
month’s issue. Nevertheless, the think- 
ing does not produce melancholy but a 
greater desire to live and make better 
the lives of those with whom one comes 
in contact as the days pass. As Mr. 
Coolidge so splendidly phrased it in the 
Boston Legion Convention, “you have 
paid your debt to Lafayette, but you still 
owe a debt to yourselves and to the 
United States of America.” This clarion 
call to the nation at large, as well as 
the Legion, rings out and I am confident 
the response will be renewed consecra- 
tion of men everywhere to pay that debt 
with their noblest and best. 


+ * 


Can you imagine any person in the 
United States not knowing what a Ma- 
rine is? At the close of an address re- 
cently a gentleman approached me, say- 
ing, “I much enjoyed your talk, espe- 
cially as I have for the first time really 
understood the why and wherefore of a 
Marine.” We are this month celebrating 
the 155th Anniversary of the Corps, and 
very few towns or villages of the United 
States are to be found where a repre- 
sentative of the Corps has not lived. 
“Our flag’s unfurled to every breeze” and 
whilst a crowd of folks did not even know 
until last month that such a place as 
Quallah Battoo existed, or that a battle 
was fought there in 1832, it seems 
scarcely possible that there still are 
folks who really do not know of the Ma- 
rines. The people of St. Louis will know 
it on November 6, 7 and 8 and my pre- 
diction is that Captain Abeken and his 
splendid detachment of the Marine Corps 
League are going to put over the best 


THE LEATHERNECK 


and biggest anniversary that has yet 
been held. 
* * * 

It seems to me that Lou Wylie must 
have reached a new place under the sun, 
for in the October number she states 
that she is now working “48 hours per 
day and eight days a week” and has 
qualms that she may yet take another’s 
work in the attempt to do greater serv- 
ice. The mystery to me has been how 
such a frail young lady is able to stand 
the heavy work of an ordinary eight- 
hour day as she has done for years, and 
still possess the splendid force and power 
that carries her through the tasks to 
which she is assigned so successfully. I 
notice, too, that of late she has added to 
her cares both the Army and the Navy 
with whom she has been having some 
wonderful times. 

* * * + 

It was a treat to see that H. C. Edger- 
ton had again linked up with active work 
in the M. C. League, and to read his let- 
ter to the National C-o-S. 

The pages of the Chief of Staff, Frank 
X. Lambert, are fine and it was certainly 
one of the best things that could happen 
when the Commandant, Karl Lations. 
was inspired to give Lambert a piece of 
work for which no one could be better 
fitted than he. 

a * 

“A Day Aboard the Mississippi” was 
the title of a sketch given by the men of 
that ship to the city managers’ conven- 
tion at one of their meetings in Long 
Beach on October 4th. Commenc- 
ing at reveille and going through the 
day until taps, the whole day’s work 
was dramatized by about a_ hun- 
dred of the crew, just as if the stage 
had been a battleship. Chief petty offi- 
cers gave talks on various phases of the 
ship’s activities, two squads of Marines 
gave their drill while the band took a 
part of the program. Chaplain Wither- 
spoon was in charge and the evening was 
a big success. 

* 

After nearly thirty years a wander- 
ing first lieutenant, F. D. Harbaugh, has 
determined to settle down. His present 
plans include a trip to France early in 
1931 and then a home in the West. He 
has also, according to Lieutenant T. J. 
Kileourse, the Base Adjutant at San 
Diego, further declared that he knew of 
no just cause or impedient why he should 
not take Miss Myrtle A. Hurt of Cali- 
fornia as his lawful wedded wife. The 
young lady expressed her approval and 
Chaplain Dyer then tied the knot. Har- 
baugh has a host of friends in the Corps 
who join me in hearty and sincere con- 
gratulations. 

* * * * 

Some folks have their Thanksgiving 
and other dinners provided for them but 
none I hope ever have the experience of 
the colored pastor, who sadly surveying 
his dark flock with a face full of woe 
one Sunday morning said, “Breddren, 
sisters, when I done took this cong’gation 
I was promised a salary. This salary 
was to be paid in chickens. I has been 
expoundin’ the Scripture for two months 
and now I wishes to ax—whar is dem 
chickens ?” 

There was a long silence. 

Then a guant deacon arose and said, 
“Rev’rend Jones, we is mos’ heartily 
sorry dat yo’ has misunderstood de 
method ob which our Pastors is paid. 
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We provide yo’ wid de lantern and two 
gunnysacks and den yo’ collecks dat 
salary yo’self.” 

Thanksgiving Day is always a big day 
in the Marine posts, but especially in 
Quantico. I have spent quite a number 
of these special anniversaries there and 
with Chaplain E. B. Niver and others 
have been the guest of various companies 
when each company had its own wooded 
shanty as its mess hall. J. E. Hunger. 
ford has written a fine poem on the day 
which I pass on as the Poem of the 
Month. 


THANKSGIVING IN THE AIR 


There’s a happy kind o’ feeling 
Comes into our hearts a-stealing 
At this magic time o’ year. 
Kind o’ starts the blood a-stirring, 
Sort o’ sets the pulses purring, 
’Til we feel chockful o’ cheer. 
And the reason? 
It’s the season— 

It’s because Thanksgiving’s here! 
There’s a sparkle in the weather; 
Folks are feeling in high feather— 

There’s a smile on ev’ry lip. 

Riles and trials, and “frets” and troubles 
All evaporate like bubbles— 
Life is full of zest and quip. 
We're revealing, 
How we're feeling— 
Full o’ “pep” and “perk” and zip. 


There are odors from the kitchen, 
Tantalizing and bewitchin’, 

Made to tempt the sons o’ men; 
Stealing through the oven portal, 
That just aggravate a mortal, 

Be he eighty years or ten! 

Older, younger, 
In his hunger, 
He is just a child again! 


There is something mighty thrilling, 
Soul-inspiring and heart-filling, 
When the “home folks” congregate. 
And the past, with annals tragic, 
Seems to fade away like magic— 
Blotted out by hand o’ Fate. 
Life is living 
On Thanksgiving— 


Welcome, stranger! Pass your plate! 


| OUT OF THE BRIG | 


(Continued from page 40) 


our life. Every time she is mentioned 
we will be remembering some incident 
about her construction, and murmuring 
to folks “Oh, but you should have seen 
her when I did, just a mere skeleton of 
a ship,” or “I knew her over at the navy 
yard when she was just a matter of lines 
and measurements stretched out over a 
vast flooring space,” and if we are to 
be haunted by a cruiser all! the rest of 
our lives, there is nothing more mar- 
velous than for her to be named the 
“New Orleans,” a city where the hap- 
piest time of our life was spent, and 
that will ever after be “home” to us. 
So, as we said before, we'll be inter- 
ested in the men who will ship on the 
New Orleans, more interested in her Ma- 
rines than any other detachment and it’s 
our private hunch that the finest lot of 
men of a fine lot of men will just 
naturally drift into the Marine detach- 
ment that takes up its duty there the 
day she goes into commission. 


Nove 
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Privileges of Marine Corps Institute 
Extended to Members of 


Active Fleet Marine Corps Reserve Companies 


The Major General Commandant has authorized the enrollment of members of active Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve Companies with the Marine Corps Institute. This authorization extends the 
privilege of enrolling for the various technical, commercial, and academic courses offered by the 
Institute to a large number of men who were not previously eligible for enrollment. 


The courses offered by the Marine Corps Institute are the same as those taught by the well- 
known International Correspondence Schools of Scranton, Pa., and are furnished free to students. 
As will be noted from an examination of the coupon at the foot of this page, the Marine Corps 
Institute offers a wide selection of courses, and all members of active Fleet Marine Corps Reserve 
Companies are urged to take advantage of this opportunity by enrolling for a course. 


Officers and men attached to the following listed Fleet Marine Corps Reserve organizations 
are eligible for enrollment: 
19th Marines. 
lst Battalion, 21st Marine 


20th Marines. 


es. 1st Battalion, 22nd Marines. 
301st Company, F. M. C. R. 302nd Company, F. M. C. R. 
303rd Company, F. M. C. R. 304th Company, F. M. C. R. 
305th Company, F. M. C. R. 306th Company, F. M. C. R. 
307th Company, F. M. C. R. 308th Company, F. M. C. R. 
311th Company, F. M. C. R. 312th Company, F. M. C. R. 
313th Company, F. M. C. R. 314th Company, F. M. C. R. 
315th Company, F. M. C. R. 316th Company, F. M. C. R. 


UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


Please tell me how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 


Academic and Business Training Courses Technical and Ind ial Courses 

OBusiness Management OSecond Lieut. Prep. ONaval Academy Prep. OCivil Engineer OConcrete Builder 
OIndustrial Management OFPrench OHigh School Subjects OSurveying & Mapping OStructural Engineer 
OPersonne!l Organization OSalesmanship OElectrical Engineering OPlumbing & Heating OChemistry 

OTrafiic O Business Correspondence OElectric Lighting io OPharmacy 
OAcountan OStenography & Typing OMechanica! Engineer OSteam Engineering OC Automobile Work 

(including. C.P.A.) OGood English O Mechanical Draftsman OArchitect CAviation Engines 
OCost Accounting OCivil Service O Machine Shop Practice OArchitect’s Blue Prints ONavigation 
OBookkeeping ORatlway Mail Clerk OStandard High Schoo! OContractor & Builder OAgriculture & Poultry 
OPrivate Secretary OCommon School Subjects OGas Engine Operating CArchitectural Draftsman OMathematics 


OSpanish 


Organization___ 
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TWO FEET TO THE REAR 

Two colored soldiers whose crap game 
had been abruptly terminated by the 
sudden entrance of the C. O. were debat 
ng hotly as to whether the hastily 
gathered up cubes had shown six or 
seven Inspection. 
Finally one doubled up his fist, extended 
it within an inch of the other's nose and 
announced 

“See dat fis’, uselessness? When ah 
hits vo’ side de face wid dat, yo’ gwine 
seen down yo’ back ‘thout turnin’ yo’ 
haid!” 

“Huh! Am dat so, street sweepin’s? 
See mah foot? Oncet ah kicks yo’ wid 
dat, eve’ time yo’ sits down yo’ leaves a 
footprint.”.—Western Recruiter. 


points at the last 


At a stage rehearsal the principal lady 
came on the stage dressed in walking 
out costume and began to sing her great 
song. “My dear,” cried the manager, 
“vou are surely not going to sing with 
your veil on?” “Of course I am,” she 
replied. “I want to hurry off as soon as 
I have finished. I have to meet a friend.” 
“But singing with a veil on!” expostu- 
lated the manager. “Well, well,” he 
added in a resigned tone, “I can’t help it 
if you want to strain your voice!” 

—Atlanta Constitution. 


“I once saved a man’s life but I never 
got a medal for it.” 

“How come?” 

“Well, a bird came back to the ship, 
lit, and got under a steam hose to take 
a shower. He would have been scalded 
to death only I was engineer and there 
wasn’t any steam.’’—The Far-Easter. 


In the recent Mexican revolution, ac- 
cording to reports, twenty-five generals, 
four colonels, and two lieutenant-colonels 
were killed. It is understood the private 
escaped.—Hurty-Peck. 


Pvt. McTish was a heavy sleeper. 
His corporal always had a hard time 
getting him up for reveille. One night 
the thunder rolled and the lightning 
flashed. A_ bolt struck McTish and 
knocked him out of bed. He rose, 
yawned, rubbed his eyes and mumbled, 
“Allright, I'll get up.” 

—Ft. Snelling Bulletin. 


HONESTY 

The waiter came up behind the dine 
and coughed apologetically. 

“If you please, sir—” he began. 

“Well, Thomas,” inquired the amiable 
diner, “what can I do for you?” 

“Well, sir.” said Thomas, “I’m going 
to leave this restaurant and the boss 
won't give me a recommendation. I 
thought perhaps you'd say as I was hon- 
est—I’ve always served you here, sir.” 

“But I don’t know anything about your 
honesty,” replied the diner. 

“Oh, but, sir, I'm really honest,” pro- 
tested the waiter. 

“All right, then,” said the other; “give 
me pen and paper. I'll say you're 
honest.” 

Thomas clutched the paper in his hand 
when it was finished. 

“Thank you, sir,” he said. “You don't 
know how grateful I am. I tell you what, 
sir—you come here tomorrow and I'll slip 
you a meal for nothing.”—Kablegram. 


“I was a very sick man last night. I 
had 104 degrees temperature.” 
“In the shade?” 


Young man: “What are your charges, 
Doctor ?” 

Doctor: “Ten dollars for a country 
visit.” 

Young Man: “I know, but we don’t 
want you to come out for a visit. We 
just need you for about ten minutes.’ 

—Tin Hat. 


Cook: “Why you're the same man I 
gave that piece of mince pie to yester- 
day!” 

Tramp: “Yus, but I ‘ardly expected to 
find the same cook ‘ere today!” 

—London Opinion. 


THEN WHO DID? 

Ethel and Mabel went to a fortune 
teller. When the fortune teller left the 
room her good-looking young husband 
kissed the girls before she returned, but 
looked so guilty about it that his angry 
better half demanded of Ethel: “Did 
my husband kiss you while I was gone.” 

“No,” said Ethel. 

“Did he kiss you?” she asked Mabel 

“Come on, dearie,” said Ethel. “She's 
no fortune teller.”"—Faweett’s Magazine 


He: “I’ve just been reading about the 
guerrilla warfare in Mexico.” 
She: “My gosh, don’t tell me there’: 
monkeys fighting down there.” 
—Fore ‘’n Aft. 


Young Lady: “My car is stalled. Have 
you got a spare plug?” 

Mechanic: “Sorry, lady, I don’t chew 
tobacco, but I’ve got some snuff I can 
give you.”—The Slam. 


“ 


Judge: “How old are you?” 

Fair witness: “Thirty.” 

“You’ve given that age for the last 
three years.” 

“Well, I'm not one of those who says 
one thing today and another thing to- 
morrow.”—Sub-Base Ballast. 


San Pedro Kate: Say, that sailor you 
was out with reminds me of a Ford, he’s 
so cheap. 

L. A. Sally: Yeah, but dearie, his 
clutch is so different.—Exchange. 


Nolan: “I could lend you five bucks, 
but loaning money only breaks friend- 
ship.” 

Elfman: “Well, we were never very 
good friends.”—Selected. 

“How did the wedding go off?” 

“Fine—until the parson asked the 
bride if she’d obey her husband.” 

“What happered then?” 

“She replied: ‘Do you think I’m crazy” 
and the groom who was in a sort of daze, 
said, ‘I do’.”—Kablegram. 


Rastus: “Where you been?” 

Mose: “Lookin’ for work.” 

Rastus: “Man! Yorah cu’osity’s kwine 
to git you inter trouble yit!”—Selected. 
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CAUTION 

Sarah Whiffebaum was on a visit to 
the big city. Entering a drug store she 
stepped up to the drug counter and asked 
the clerk: “Excuse me, but are you a 
registered pharmacist ?” 

“Certainly, ma’am,” he replied. 

“You have a diploma?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“How long have you been in the busi- 
ness?” 

“About fifteen years.” 

“You use the utmost care in serving 
customers ?” 

“Yes, indeed!” 

“Well, then, I guess it will be all right. 
Please give me a couple of two-cent 
stamps.”—Kablegram. 


VA \*EXPLOSIVES* 


Joe: “I met my wife in a very funny 
way—lI ran over her in my car and later 
married her.” 

Brown: “If everybody had to do that 
there wouldn’t be so much reckless driv- 
ing.” 


A minister married a young couple. 

“How much?” said the groom. 

“Whatever you think it’s worth,” said 
the minister. 

The man _ hesitated, fumbled, then 
handed him fifty cents. The minister 
was a good sport. He fumbled, hesi- 
tated, then counted out twenty cents in 
change.—Hurty-Peck. 


Lady: “I want to see some kid gloves 
for my eight-year-old daughter, please.” 

Polite Clerk: “Yes, madam, white 
kid?” 

Lady: “Sir!”—Hurty-Peck. 


Teacher: “How many times have I 
told you to be at class on time?” 
Little Willie: “I don’t know! I thought 
you were keeping score.” 
—Capper’s Weekly. 


She.—“See that goofy looking bird 
over there? He’s a professor of—er— 
what are those people that look for 
bugs ?” 

He.—“Chambermaids.”—Selected. 


Down in Mexico there lived an old 
aunt with two very pretty nieces. One 
day the revolutionists broke in and the 
leader made this declaration: 

“This house is in our possession and 
you are in our power.” 

“We are helpless,” one of the girls ex- 
claimed, “and we must submit, but please 
spare our aunt.” 

“You girls mind your own business,” 
said the aunt, “war is war.” 

—True Love Affairs. 


“Mr. Glutz, what do you know about 
the Greek syntax?” 

“My gosh, did they have to pay for 
their fun too?”—Pearl Harbor Weekly. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


A DRY TOWN 

Arriving at a small Western town, an 
Easterner was attempting to start up a 
conversation with a native. 

“Tell me,” he said, “what is the status 
of the liquor supply here?” 

“Status?” mumbled the native. “I 
dunno what you mean.” 

“T mean is it easy to obtain liquor and 
is there much of it around here?” 

“Wall, mister,” said the villager, “all 
I can tell you is a little while back they 
turned off the water supply for a week 
and nobody knew it until the town caught 
fire.”—Exchange. 


Two negro soldiers were discussing the 
relative merits of their company buglers. 

Said one: “Fellah, when dat boy 0’ 
ouahs plays a call, it sounds ’zactly like 
de Boston symphony playin’ de Rosary.” 

The second colored boy snorted: 

“Brothah, you ain’t got no bugler 
a-tall. When Snowball Jones wraps his 
lips aroun’ dat bugle of his, an’ plays 
mess call, I looks down at mah beans an’ 
I sez: “Strawberries behave! You is 
kickin’ de whipped cream out of de 
plate.”’—Selected. 


She: “You used to call me sweetheart 
before we were married. Now you don't 


call me anything! 
He: “That shows my self-control.” 


A modern child came into the house 
whistling for her dog. 

“Your Laddie is dead; he got killed,” 
said the mother indifferently. The child 
kept calling the hound, however. 

“I said,” shouted her mother, “that 
your Laddie’s got run over and he’s 
dead.” 

“Boo-hoo!” cried the hysterical child, 
“boo-hoo-ooo! I thought you said 
daddy!”—U. S. Navy Magazine. 

Edith.—So that rich old bachelor didn’t 
propose? 

Madge.—No, he ate six meals at that 
summer hotel where they advertised 
home cooking and decided to stay single. 

—Exchange. 


Mistress.—“Can you serve company ?” 
New Maid.—“Yes; either way.” 
“Either way?” 
“Yes, ma’am; so’s they'll come again, 
and so’s they won't.” 
—Faweett’s Magazine. 
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OR A HOOT, MON! 

A young Scotman had married an Eng- 
lish lady, and some time afterward he 
paid a visit to a bachelor uncle. 

“Weel, Sandy, I hear ye hae gotten a 
wife,” said the old man. 

“Yes, uncle.” 

“What can she dae?” 

“Do? What do you mean?” 

“Weel,” the uncle went on, “can she 
sew an’ knit? Does she mend your 
claes?” 

“No,” the young man admitted. 

“Humph!” commented the uncle. 
“Weel, does she cook? Can she make 
parritch ?” 

“Oh, no, uncle!” the young man ex- 
plained. “The servants do all those 
things. But you should hear her sing. 
She has the most beautiful voice you ever 
heard.” 

“Sing!” repeated the old man, scorn- 
fully. “Man, could ye no hae gotten a 
canary ?”—London Chronicle. 


Three-year-old Johnny saw his first 
snake as he played in the yard one day. 

“Oh, mamma, it’s got a tail,” he cried 
breathlessly as he reached the door. 

“What's got a tail, Johnny?” inquired 
mamma in surprise. 

“It’s got a tail and dat’s all,” said 
Johnny.—Hurty-Peck. 


Last week the absent-minded business 
man, coming home, surprised his wife 
by kissing her tenderly. 

She was still puzzling when he mum- 
bled, “Now I want to dictate a couple of 
letters.”—True Confessions. 


il 


1G 


Gob: “How did you happen to enlist 
in the Navy?” 

Boct: “Well, I was first assistant toast 
scraper at the Wiltmore and when they 
invented those automatic toast scrapers 
I lost my job.” 


Lizzie Callahan is taking up physical 
culture and on the occasion of her first 
interview with the physical director made 
the following replies to his questions: 

“Calf?” 

“Fourteen inches.” 

“Thigh?” 

“Nineteen inches.” 

“Neck ?” 

“Yes!” —True Confessions. 
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What is your name? 

Private Tel Malone, sir. 

You belong to this regiment? 

Yes, sir. Company C. 

For how long? 

Since it was formed at Quantico. 
How much service have you got in? 
This is my second enlistment, sir. 
Where were you July 4? 

In Paris. 

By what authority? 

None, sir. I was A. W. O. L. 

From where? 

From Base Hospital 8, Savenay. 
Why? 

Well, sir, I was feelin’ O. K. and 
in a hurry to get back to the com- 
pany. 

Q. Who were you with? 

A. I’m no squealer, sir. 

Q. You’re not squealing, Malone. You 
were with Sergeant Neely, weren’t you? 

A. Yes, sir. He was on leave, though. 

Q. Were you arrested by the military 
police ? 

A. Yes, sir. 

Q. Where? 

A. At the Hotel Orleans, 
Montmartre. 

Q. What were you doing there? 

A. We were calling on our sweet- 
hearts. 

Q. How long had you known them? 

A. They were living in Breuvannes 
while we were training there. 

Q. What happened at the hotel? 

A. An M. P. sergeant came bursting 
into the room, just as we were present- 
ing engagement rings to the girls. “Got 
passes?” he asked. Neely told him he 
might at least wait until we got out of 
the room decently. “Is that so,” the M. 
P. comes back. “Those are keen lookin’ 
rings, and here are some bracelets to go 
with them.” With that he breaks out 
two pairs of handcuffs and slaps them on 
so that my right hand and Neely’s left 
were attached and my left and Neely’s 
right. 

Q. Then what? 

A. He put us out in the hall in charge 
of a sentry and told him to wait while 
he searched the room. 

Q. How long did that take? 

A. About half an hour. We were sore, 
because the room belonged to the girls, 
but Francise slipped me a wink, and 
knowin’ they could take care of them- 
selves, we didn’t try to start anything. 

Q. Did the girls remain in the room? 

A. Francise did. Marie ran downstairs, 
although the sentry tried to head her off. 

Q. Yes? 

A. Well, the M. P. sergeant finally 
came out, and his eyes looked pretty 
glassy. He must have been pretty well 
along to begin with, and our bottle of 
Three Star did the rest. He told the 
sentry to run along and he would take 
us himself. 

Q. Did he do so? 

A. Well, we started downstairs, and 
there was quite a bunch of Yanks around 
the lobby, celebrating the day. They 
gave the M. P. sergeant a razz, telling 
him what the hell’s the idea of locking 
up a couple of field soldiers on the Fourth 
of July? He told them to pipe down, 
and pushed us out to the street. 
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Q. Did you resist arrest? 


A. No, sir. But just as we got outside 

the building somebody in an _ upper 
window hollered, “Gardez l’eau!”’ and the 
M. P. sergeant was knocked cold by a 
little mug that must have slipped. 

Q. Did you see who dropped it? 

A. No, sir. Just then Francise came 
out the door and staggered toward us. 
“I’m going to faint!” she told us, like 
that. “Make a chair with your hands.” 
We didn’t exactly get her drift, but 
found ourselves holding her on our four 
hands, gripped so as to keep the brace- 
lets from cutting our wrists. 

Q. Did she faint? 

A. Well, not entirely, Major. She had 
her eyes closed but she was talking to us 
on the sly. She told us, “Walk to the 
corner—there’s a cab there.” Everybody 
seemed to make room for us, and I guess 
only a few knew we were handcuffed. 
Some Yanks carried the M. P. sergeant 
back into the hotel. 

Q. Did you find the cab? 

A. Yes, sir. While we were strugglin’ 
into it with her between us she gave the 
driver an address on Boulevard Beau- 
marchais. The old boy stepped on it like 
he was taking us to the first battle of the 
Marne, and when he stopped we piled out, 
which was a meaner job than pilin’ in, 
on account of us stayin’ in the same posi- 
tion all the while. 

Q. Where did you get out? 

A. The place she took us to was a 
locksmith’s shop, which was run by an 
old timer with white whiskers. She said, 
“Papa, my little friends have had a mean 
joke played on them. Unlock these 
things.” The old soldier was a little 
leary at first, but when she said, “They 
are two Yanks trying to get back to the 
lines to fight for France and freedom!” 
he gave in and had us free in a few 
minutes. 

Q. What did you do then? 

A. Well, sir, we decided it would be 
best not to go back to the hotel, for 
political reasons, so the shipment sent 
farewell regards to Marie through 
Francise. Then we went out to a sub- 
urban station and flagged a train, get- 
ting here the following morning. When 
we found out we hadn’t missed any fire- 
works in the line here, we figured we 
made out well enough, if the Major 
please. 

Q. How'd you happen to land in hos- 
pital, Malone? 

A. Well, sir, Sergeant Neely and me 
tried to take a little town by the name 
of Torey, near Lucy-the-Birdcage, but 
two of us turned out to be insufficient, 
and we both got nicked. 

Q. So you came back for more? 

A. Why, certainly, sir. Our idee is to 
find a town about our own size, and if 
we don’t take it we want to know the 
reason why. 

Q. You understand the seriousness of 
what happened in Paris, Malone? 

A. Yes, sir. 

Q. What do you think ought to be done 
about it? 

A. Well, sir, of course the M. P. ser- 
geant was showin’ neglect of duty in not 
dodgin’ the mug that come thunderin’ 
down on him, as you might say, but seein’ 
as how we got crowned ourselves at 
Torey, and this Paris affair takin’ place 
on a national holiday, and no sure enough 
field soldiers among the wounded, I'd per- 
sonally be against seeing him court- 
martialed, that M. P. sergeant. 
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SPORTS 


(Continued from page 39) 


We have a dance every two weeks; 
fishing trips twice a week in waters that 
are alive with tarpon, jewfish, barracuda, 
and sharks; and a recreation room that 
equals any of them—a library, free pool 
tables, radio, phonograph, books, maga- 
zines, etc. In fact, we have everything 
here that any Marine barracks has, plus 
the advantage of the tropics. 

The opening game of the football sea- 
son in Key West between the Army team 
and the Navy Yard team at the Fort 
Taylor field was a decisive victory for 
the Navy, the score ending thirty to 
nothing. Coach McConnell of the Navy 
team put in his second team all the way 
around for the last quarter and was very 
well pleased with the playing of his 
whole team, especially the line which 
held and gave every support to the back- 
field. 

A return game has been scheduled for 
a week from Saturday, October 4, 1930, 
to be played on the Fort Taylor field. 
The Navy team is planning a trip to 
Havana to play the U. of Havana and 
the Cuban Athletic Club. A challenge 
is being issued to all teams in the south- 
ern part of the State in hopes that games 
ean be scheduled with other teams of 
some importance. Already a game has 
been arranged between the Key West 
Naval Station team and the University 
of Miami, to be played in Miami on 
Thanksgiving Day, before a crowd which 
is estimated will include more than ten 
thousand spectators. The manager of 
the team is Lieutenant Charles E. 
Chapel, U. S. Marine Corps. 


“NIG” CLARK’S PROTEGE SIGNS 
WITH SENATORS 


Zack Almond Will Report to Senators 
in Spring 


By Cpl. Geo. W. Ziehl 

The Quantico Marine baseball team, 
producer of many stars in past years, has 
again come into its own with the an- 
nouncement that Zachary Almond, crack 
backstop, has been signed by the Wash- 
ington Senators. Almond, a veteran of 
two years experience in Marine Corps 
sports, will report to the Nats next 
spring at their Biloxi training camp for 
a tryout. 

Clarke Griffith, president of the Sena- 
tors, in an effort to find a worthy suc- 
cessor for the great Muddy Ruel, sent 
scouts down here frequently during the 
past year. On each occasion their re- 
ports on Almond were of the highest. 


Reports in Spring 

Almond will be paid off on October 
17th, 1930, so he will be free to accept 
the Washington contract. He will not 
join the Nats this year, but will be on 
hand early in the spring. 

For the past few years Almond has 
been one of the bright spots in a very 
brilliant team. His steady receiving, 
consistent hitting and powerful throwing 
Played big parts in the many victories 
chalked up by the Quantico tossers. Al- 
though only 21, he has considerabie base- 
ball experience. 
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Almond was taught the “if’s” and 
“and’s” of the diamond game by no less 
a personage than Justin J. (Nig) Clarke, 
who was picked by “Ty Cobb” for the 
All-American ball team in 1926. Clarke, 
impressed with Almond’s ability and 
promise, took the youngster in hand and 
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Officers last commissioned in the grades 
indicated: 


Col. Raymond B. Sullivan. 
Lt. Col. Maurice E. Shearer. 
Maj. Harold S. Fassett. 
Capt. Moses J. Gould. 

lst Lt. Robert E. Hogaboom. 


Officers last to make number in the 
grades indicated: 


Col. Raymond B. Sullivan. 
Lt. Col. Maurice E. Shearer 
Maj. Harold S. Fassett. 
Capt. Geo. R. Rowan. 

lst Lt. Francis H. Brink. 


Zachary Almond, Quantico catcher. 


succeeded in developing him into one of 
the flashiest backstops ever seen in 
Quantico. 


Owes All to Marines 


Almond claims that the training he 
has received since entering the Marine 
Corps has been responsible for his keen 
baseball sense. Experts have watched 
him in action and are confident that he 
will make good in the Big Show. 


“FROM DAWN TO SETTING 


(Continued from page 7) 


ment of Marines were rushed to the 
bridge, but the red glare proved to be 
the reflection of burning oil tanks in 
Chapei. The British had fired no rockets. 
It happened, however, that a band of 
Cantonese had gathered on the opposite 
side of the bridge and the Americans 
remained for safety’s sake. 

The Cantonese entered the city and 
the defending general promptly allied 
himself with the conquerors. Pillage 
and loot was to be had in the Chinese 
city, but the settlement guards looked 
too formidable to molest. The settlement 
was left severely alone. 

Thus the U. S. Marines accomplished 
another mission, and the important fact 
was that they did so without firing a 
hostile shot, which had been a hope ex- 
pressed by General Butler. They met 
each crisis coolly. Without loss of honor 
they evaded hostilities with the Chinese 
when the slightest contact might have 
struck off sparks to inflame the world. 

Primarily the Marines are an arm of 
war, but they can carry their peaceful 
occupations to successful accomplishment 
wherever they may be called to serve, 
from dawn to setting sun. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 
SEPTEMBER 11, 1930. 
“tora Frank Halford, retired as of October 1, 
1930. 


Captain Charles Grimm, retired as of January 
1, 1930 


Captain Robert Yowell, detached Nicaraguan 
a Guard Detachment to Second Brigade, 

lst Lt. Francis Kane, orders to MB, Quantico, 
Va., modified to Depot of Supplies, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Virginia. 

2nd Lt. Carson A. Roberts, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Charles D. Warfield, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. William A. Willis, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Amos E. Potts, assigned to duty 
at Depot of Supplies, San Francisco, California. 
SEPTEMBER 13, 1930. 


Colonel William C. Harllee, detached USS 
“Texas’"’ to duty as Officer in Charge Southern 
Recruiting Division, New Orleans, La 

Lt. Col. Lauren S. Willis, detached from duty 
as Officer in Charge, Southern Recruiting Divi- 
sion, New Orleans, La., to duty as Officer in 
Charge, Central Recruiting Division, Chicago, 
Illinois. 

Ist Lt. William E. Quaster, orders to MB, NYd, 
wy York, N. Y., modified to MB, Parris Island, 


Captain John A. McDonald, retired as of Janu- 
ary 1, 1931. 

lst Lt. Raymond T. Presnell, on expiration leave 
of absence detached First Brigade. Haiti, to MB, 
Parris Island, 8S. C. 

2nd Lt. Kenneth H. Cornell, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to Asiatic Station via the 
USS “Henderson,” scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif.. on or about September 30th. 

2nd Lt. James B. Lake, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to MB, Norfolk Nyd, Portsmouth, 
Va., to report on September 15th. 

2nd Lt. Otho C. Ledbetter, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to MB, Norfolk NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va., to report on September 15th. 

2nd Lt. Lester S. Hamel, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Joe A. Smoak, detached NAS, Hampton 
Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Chandler W. Johnson, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. William I. Phipps, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Homer C. Murray, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 


SEPTEMBER 15, 1930. 


2nd Lt. Louis J. Heinrichs, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to MB, Norfolk NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va. 

2nd Lt. Harvey E. Dahlgren, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. John S. Holmberg, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Deane C. Roberts, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Robert H. Williams, detached NAS, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Patrick J. Grealy, detached MB. 
Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, Va., to First Brigade, 
Haiti, via the USS “Kittery,”’ scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about October 
4th. 


SEPTEMBER 16, 1930. 


Major Maurice S. Berry, detached Recruiting 
District of Denver, Denver, Colo., to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va. 

Major George A. Stowell, detached Recruiting 
District of St. Paul, St. Paul, Minn., to Recruiting 
District of Chicago, Ill. 

Ist Lt. Willard R. Enk, detached Recruiting 
District of Chicago, Illinois, to MB, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Virginia. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Edward C. Smith, on October 6th 
detached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to Headquar- 
ters Department of the Pacific, San Francisco, 
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Calif.. via the USS “Chaumont. scheduled to 
sail from Hampton Roads, Virginia. on or about 
November 20th 


SEPTEMBER 17, 1930 

Lt. Col. Clayton B. Vogel. on September 22nd 
detached Headquarters Marine Corps. Washing- 
ton. D. C., to MB. NOB. Hampton Roads. Nor- 
tolk, Va 

Captain Nathan E. Landon. detached Recruiting 
District of Seattle, Seattle. Washington. to MB 
Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, Washington 
Captain Francis E. Pierce. on November 24th 
detached Headquarters Marine Corps. Washington. 
D. C.. to MCB, NOB. San Diego. Calif 

Ist Lt. Prederick W. Biehl. detached Recruiting 
District of Dallas. Dallas, Texas. to MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif 

2nd Lt. Edward C. Dyer, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va.. to NAS, Pensacola. Fla 

2nd Lt. Raymond B. Sullivan. Jr. detached 
NAS, Hampton Roads, Va.. to NAS, Pensacola, 
Fla 

2nd Lt. Keith R. Willard, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS. Pensacola, Fla 


SEPTEMBER 18, 1930 
No changes were announced 


SEPTEMBER 19. 1930 

Lt. Col. Harry O. Smith, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to ist Brigade, Haiti, via commercial 
steamer scheduled to sail from New York, N 
on Sept. 27th 

Captain Charles C. Gill, detached MD, AL, 
Peiping, China, to MB. NOB, Hampton Roads. 
Norfolk. Virginia 

Captain Harry W. Gamble, AQM,. detailed to 
duty as an Assistant Quartermaster 

2nd Lt. James V. Bradley, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, 
Virginia 

2nd Lt. Alva B. Lasswell, detached NAS, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, 
Virginia 

2nd Lt. Jaime Sabater, detached NAS, Hampton 
Roads, Va.. to MB, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H 


SEPTEMBER 20, 1930 

No changes were announced 
SEPTEMBER 22, 1930 

No changes were announced 


SEPTEMBER 23. 1930 

Major Anderson C. Dearing. detached Hdatrs 
Department of the Pacific, San Francisco, Calif., 
to 2nd Brigade Nicaragua, via the USS “Chau- 
mont,.”” scheduled to sail from San Francisco, 
Calif.. on or about October 14th 

Captain Francis Fisk, detached Fourth Regi- 
ment. Shanghai, China, to Department of the 
Pacific via the USS “Chaumont scheduled to 
sail from Shanghai on or about September 6th 

Captain Earl C. Nicholas. detached Fourth 
Regiment, Shanghai, China, to MB, NS, Cavite. 
P. I. via the USS “Chaumont, scheduled to sail 
from Shanghai on or about September 6th 

Captain Louie E. Putnam. on or about October 
15th detached MB, NYd. Mare Island. Calif., to 
MCB. NOB. San Diego, California 

Ist Lt. Robert O. Bare. on October 2nd detached 
Headquarters Marine Corps. Washington, D. C 
to MB, NS, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, via the USS 
“Kittery.”’ scheduled to sail from Hampton Roads, 
Va., on or about October 4th 

ist Lt. William A. Hamilton. detached MB, NS, 
Olongapo, P. I.. to MD. AL. Peiping. China 

Ist Lt. Leo Sullivan, detached MB, NS, Cavite. 
P. L., to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China 

Ist Lt. John B. Weaver. dismissed from the Ma- 
rine Corps. 

2nd Lt. Wallace O. Thompson. detached MD, 
AL, Peiping, China, to Department of the Pacific 
via the USS “Chaumont,” scheduled to sail from 
Shanghai, China, on or about September 6th 

2nd Lt. Claude I. Boles, detached NAS. Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola. Florida 

2nd Lt. Zebulon C. Hopkins, detached NAS. 
Hampton Roads, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Florida 

Chf. Qm. Clk. James Lippert, detached MB, NS. 
Cavite, P. I. to Department of the Pacific via 
the USS “Chaumont,.” scheduled to sail from 
Manila, P. I., on or about September 12th 


SEPTEMBER 24, 1930. 

No changes were announced 
SEPTEMBER 25. 1930 

Major John Q. Adams, detached MB, Norfolk 
NYd, Portsmouth, Virginia, to MB, Quantico, Va 

Captain John W. Thomason, Jr., assigned to 
duty with MD, AL. Peiping, China 

ist Lt. William G. Manley, on or about October 
20th detached NAS, Hampton Roads, Virginia, to 
AS. ECEF, MB. Quantico, Va 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Norman Johnston. orders to MB, 
Parris Island, S. C., modified to MB, Norfolk 
NYd, Portsmouth, Virginia 
SEPTEMBER 26, 1930 

No changes were announced 
SEPTEMBER 27, 1930 

No changes were announced 
SEPTEMBER 29, 1930 

No changes were announced 
SEPTEMBER 30, 1930. 

Captain Harry W. Gamble, AQM, orders to De- 
partment of the Pacific modified to Second Bri- 
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gade, Nicaragua, via the USS “Chaumont,” sched- 
uled to sail from San Diego. Calif., on or about 
October 18, 1930 

Ist Lt. William H. Doyle. orders to MB, NAS. 
Lakehurst. N. J.. modified to MD, NP, NYd, 
Portsmouth, N. H 

ist Lt. Francis I. Fenton. detached Department 
of the Pacific to MB, Quantico. Va.. via the USS 
“Chaumont,.”” scheduled to sail from San Fran- 
cisco, Calif., on or about October 14, 1930 

2nd Lt. Wallace O. Thompson, detached Depart- 
ment of the Pacific to MB, Quantico, Va., via the 
USS “Chaumont.” scheduled to sail from San 
Francisco, Calif., on or about October 14, 1930 

Chf. Qm. Clk. James Lippert, detached Depart- 
ment of the Pacific to Headquarters Marine 
Corps. Washington. D. C., via the USS “Chau- 
mont,”’ scheduled to sail from San Francisco, 
Calif.. on or about October 14, 1930 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Arthur D. Ryan, detached MD, 
NP, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H., to MB, Quantico, 
Virginia 


OCTOBER 1, 1930 

Chf. Qm. Clk. James F. Dickey, detached MB. 
NYd, Mare Island, Calif.. to Nicaraguan National 
Guard Detachment via the USS ‘“Chaumont,” 
scheduled to sail from San Francisco, Calif., on or 
about October 14, 1930. 

Chf. Qm. Clik. Burns D. Goodwin, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C., via the USS “Chau- 
mont,’ scheduled to sail from San Diego, Calif., 
on or about October 18, 1930 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Ray W. Jeter, on reporting of 
relief detached Nicaraguan National Guard De- 
tachment to MB, Parris Island, South Carolina. 

The following named officers have been pro- 
moted to the grades indicated 

Captain Rees Skinner, Ist Lt. Albert L. Gardner, 
lst Lt. Harold D. Harris, Chf. Mar. Gnr. Horace 
Talbot. 


OCTOBER 2, 1930 
No changes were announced 


OCTOBER 3, 1930 
No changes were announced 


OCTOBER 4, 1930 
No changes were announced. 


OCTOBER 6, 1930 

Lt. Col. Robert O. Underwood, on October 19th 
detached First Brigade, Haiti, and ordered to his 
home. Retired as of December 1, 1930 

Major Alley D. Rorex, detached USS ‘“Wyom- 
ine’ to USS “Arkansas” with Staff of the Com- 
mander, Scouting Fleet 

Major Norman C. Bates, detached USS “Ar- 
kansas” to USS “Wyoming” with Staff of Com- 
mander Battleship Division Two, Scouting Fleet. 

Ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, detached Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., to MB, Nor- 
folk NYd, Portsmouth, Va. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. William A. Warrell, detached Ist 
Brigade. Haiti, to Naval Hospital. New York, 
N. Y., for treatment and to MB, NYd. New York, 
N. Y., for duty 


OCTOBER 7, 1930. 

Lt. Col. Richard B. Creecy, died on September 
28th 

2nd Lt. George H. Potter. assigned to duty at 
MB. NS. Olongapo, P. I 

2nd Lt. Wallace O. Thompson. orders from De- 
partment of the Pacific to MB. Quantico, Va.. 
revoked 
OCTOBER 8, 1930. 

Captain Gustav F. Bloedel, AQM, on reporting 
of relief detached ist Brigade. Haiti. to Depot 
of Supplies. Philadelphia, Pa., via first available 
Government conveyance 

2nd Lt. Randall M. Victory, assigned to duty 
with the MD, USS “Pittsburgh.” 

The following named officers have been pro- 
moted to the grades indicated 

Colonel Raymond B. Sullivan, Lt. Col. Howard 
W. Stone. Lt. Col. Maurice E. Shearer, Major 
Karl I. Buse, Major Harold S. Fassett, Captain 
Amor L. Sims, Captain Moses J. Gould, Captain 
Arnold C. Larsen, Captain William F. Brown, 
Ist Lt. James P. S. Devereux, Ist Lt. Martin S 
Rahiser, Ist Lt. Robert E. Hogaboom, Ist Lt 
Adolph Zuber. 


DEATHS 

PAGE, Arthur Hallet, Jr.. Captain. died Septem- 
ber 1, 1930. at Evanston Hospital, Evanston, 
Illinois. of injuries received in an airplane crash 
at Curtiss-Reynolds Airport that date Next 
of kin: Mrs. Florence Shaw Page. wife, Apart- 
ment No. 30, 1921 19th Street, Northwest, 
Washington, D. C 


BURNETT, Francis Edwin, Corporal, died Sep- 
tember 12, 1930, of disease, at the Brigade 
Field Hospital, Managua, Nicaragua. Next of 
kin: Mrs. Alberta Burnett, mother, Ganesvoort, 
N. ¥ 


CULBRETH, Paul Laster, Private, died of wounds 
September 29, 1930. at the Brigade Field Hos- 
pital. Managua, Nicaragua. Next of kim: Mr. 
Lile L. Culbreth, father, Route No. 2, Roseboro, 
N. C. 
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DAMROW, John. Jr., Sergeant. died September 14, 
1930, at Matagalpa. Nicaragua. Next of kin 
Mrs. John Damrow,. Sr.. mother. 1614 North 
2lst Street. Sheboygan. Wisconsin 

GRUBBS. Cabble Howard. Private First Class. 
drowned September 7. 1930, near Leon. Nica. 
ragua Next of kin: Mr. James H. Grubbs, 
father. Route No. 4, Walnut Cove, N. C 

HILBURN. Robert Lester. Private First Class. 
died September 10. 1930, at the U. S. Navaj 
Hospital. San Diego. California Next of kin 
Mrs. Georgia Hilburn, mother, Mission. Texas. 

VANHOOSER,. Job Hix. Private First Class, died 
September 28, 1930, at 2316 “F’’ Street. North. 
west. Washington, D. C Next of kin: Mrs 
Elizabeth Vanhooser, mother, Route No. 2, 
Gainsboro, Tennessee. 

VUILLEMOT. Norwood Adrian, Private First 
Class. died September 14, 1930, of disease, at 
the U. S. Naval Hospital. Norfolk, Virginia 
Next of kin: Mr. Adrian F. Vuillemot, father, 
1727 St. Charles Street. New Orleans, Louisiana 

CAMERON, John Archibald, Jr.. Private, FPMCR, 
inactive, died August 18. 1930. of injuries re. 
ceived in an automobile accident, at St. Pau), 
Minnesota. Next of kin: Mrs. Violet Cameron, 
wife, 9 Benhill Road. St. Paul. Minnesota 

GONZALES, John. Corporal, FMCR, inactive. died 
August 15, 1930. of disease. at Trinidad. Colo. 
rado. Next of kin: Mrs. Kate Gonzales, wife 
218 Carbon Avenue, Trinidad, Colorado 

MITCHELL, Martin Buford, Corporal, FMCR, 
inactive, died July 5, 1930, by reason of being 
struck by an automobile at Henning, Tennessee 
Next of kin: Mrs. Jessie T. Poe, sister, General 
Delivery. Henning. Tennessee 

ROHLF, William Karl, Private First Class, FMCR, 
inactive. drowned August 31, 1930. at Newport 
Beach, Orange County, Calif. Next of kin 
Karl W. Rohlf, father, 2877 San Marino, Los 
Angeles, California. 

GUNN, Wilbur Glassic. Captain, retired. died 
September 13, 1930, of disease, at the U. § 
Naval Hospital, San Diego, Californi. Next of 
kin: Mrs. P. I. Gunn, wife, 3942 Cleveland Ave- 
nue, San Diego, California. 

GORKUM, Charles, First Lieutenant, retired. died 
August 30, 1930, of disease, at the U. S. Naval 
Hospital, Puget Sound, Washington. Next of 
kin: Mrs. Birdean Gorkum, wife, 2847 West 73rd 
Street. Seattle. Washington 

BARTHOLOMEW, Charles, Corporal, retired. died 
August 30, 1930, of disease, at the U. S. Naval 
Hospital, Chelsea, Massachusetts. Next of kin 
Mrs. Marion Simpson, daughter, 14 Townsend 
Street, Roxbury, Massachusetts. 

WHITE, Sherley Nathaniel, formerly Private 77th 
Co., 6th Machine Gun Battalion, died August 
19 at Walter Reed Hospital, Washington, D. Cc, 
of leukaemia. 


NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 

CHAUMONT~—Sailed Honolulu 27 September for 
San Francisco. Due San Francisco 4 October 
Will sail from San Francisco 14 October for 
Hampton Roads on the following schedule: Ar- 
rive San Pedro 15 October, leave 16 Oct.; arrive 
San Diego 17 Oct., leave 18 Oct.; arrive Corinto 
25 Oct., leave 25 Oct.; arrive Canal Zone 27 Oct., 
leave 29 Oct.; arrive Port au Prince 1 Nov., leave 
2 Nov.; arrive Hampton Roads 6 November. Will 
sail from Hampton Roads 20 November for the 
West Coast of the United States and the Asiatic 
Station on the following itinerary: Arrive Port 
au Prince 24 Nov., leave 24 Nov.; arrive Canal 
Zone 27 Nov., leave 30 Nov.; arrive Corinto 
2 Dec., leave 2 Dec.; arrive San Diego 9 Dec. 
leave 11 Dec.; arrive San Pedro 12 Dec., leave 12 
Dec.; arrive San Francisco 13 Dec., leave 26 Dec 
arrive Honolulu 2 Jan., leave 3 Jan.: arrive Guam 
14 Jan., leave 15 Jan.; arrive Manila 20 Jan. 
leave 19 Feb arrive Guam 24 Feb., leave 25 
Feb.; arrive Honolulu 6 March, leave 7 March; 
arrive San Francisco 14 March 

HENDERSON—Sailed San Francisco 30 Septem- 
ber for the Asiatic Station on the following 
itinerary: Arrive Honolulu 8 Oct., leave 9 Oct.; 
arrive Guam 22 Oct., leave 23 Oct.; arrive Ma- 
nila 29 Oct., leave 2 Dec.; arrive Guam 8 Dec. 
leave 8 Dec.; arrive Honolulu 19 Dec., leave 20 
Dec.; arrive San Francisco 28 December. 

KITTERY-—Arrived Hampton Roads 21 Septem- 
ber. Will leave Hampton Roads 4 October for the 
West Indies on the following itinerary: Arrive St 
Thomas 9 Oct., leave 10 Oct.; arrive San Juan 
11 Oct., leave 11 Oct.; arrive Cape Haitien 13 
Oct., leave 14 Oct.; arrive Port au Prince 15 Oct. 
leave 16 Oct.; arrive Guantanamo 17 Oct., leave 
18 Oct.; arrive Hampton Roads 23 October. Will 
sail from Hampton Roads 5 November for the 
West Indies on the following itinerary: Arrive 
Guantanamo 10 November, leave 11 Nov.; arrive 
Port au Prince 12 Nov., leave 13 Nov.; arrive Cape 
Haitien 14 Nov., leave 15 Nov.; arrive San Juan 
17 Nov., leave 17 Nov.; arrive St. Thomas 18 
Nov., leave 19 Nov.; arrive Hampton Roads 2% 
November. 

NITRO—Sailed San Diego 29 September for 
Corinto. Due Corinto 7 Oct., leave 7 Oct.; arrive 
Canal Zone 9 Oct., leave 11 Oct.; arrive Guan- 
tanamo 14 Oct., leave 14 Oct.; arrive Hampton 
Roads 18 October. Will sail from Hampton Roads 
27 October on the following itinerary: Arrive 
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yorktown 28 Oct., leave 28 Oct arrive Fort 
Miffin 29 Oct.. leave 4 Nov.: arrive Iona Island 
5 Nov.. leave 10 Nov.; arrive Newport 11 Nov.. 
jeave 12 Nov.; arrive Boston 13 Nov.. leave 19 
Nov.. arrive Hampton Roads 21 Nov.. leave 29 
Nov.: arrive Guantanamo 3 Dec., leave 4 Dec.; 
arrive Canal Zone 7 Dec.. leave 9 Dec.; arrive 
Corinto 11 Dec., leave 11 Dec.: arrive San Diego 
19 Dec.. leave 20 Dec.; arrive San Pedro 21 Dec., 
jeave 22 Dec.; arrive Mare Island 23 Dec., leave 
2 Jan.: arrive Puget Sound 5 Jan., leave 12 Jan.; 
arrive Mare Island 15 Jan.. leave 22 Jan.; arrive 
San Pedro 23 Jan., leave 29 Jan arrive San 
Diego 30 Jan., leave 31 Jan.: arrive Corinto 8 
Fed. leave 8 Feb.; arrive Canal Zone 10 Feb., 
jeave 12 Feb.: arrive Guantanamo 15 Feb., leave 
15 Feb.: arrive Hampton Roads 19 February 
PATOKA—Sailed Melville 26 Sept. for Beau- 
mont, Texas., due Beaumont 5 Oct., leave 6 Oct.; 
arrive Hampton Roads 14 October Will leave 
Hampton Roads 27 Oct.: arrive Harbor Island 4 
Nov.. leave 5 Nov.: arrive Hampton Roads 13 
Nov.. leave 16 Nov arrive Beaumont 24 Nov.. 
jeave 26 Nov.; arrive Hampton Roads 4 December. 
RAMAPO—Sailed Manila 20 September for San 
Pedro Due San Pedro 15 October Will sail 
from San Pedro 28 October, arrive Manila 27 
November. leave 10 December, arrive San Pedro 
7 January 

SALINAS—Arrived Charleston 28 September. 
Will sail from Charleston 8 October on the fol- 
jowing itinerary: Arrive Beaumont 14 Oct. leave 
16 Oct arrive Melville 25 Oct., leave 27 Oct.; 
arrive Boston 28 October 

SAPELO—Sailed Corinto 23 September for San 
Pedro. Due San Pedro 3 Oct., leave 6 Oct.; arrive 
Corinto 17 Oct., leave 17 Oct.: arrive Canal Zone 
20 Oct 
SIRIUS—Sailed Mare Island 29 September for 
San Pedro. Due San Pedro 30 Sept., leave 1 Oct.; 
arrive San Diego 2 Oct.. leave 6 Oct.: arrive Co- 
rinto 16 Oct.. leave 16 Oct.; arrive Canal Zone 19 
Oct.. leave 21 Oct.; arrive Guantanamo 24 Oct., 
leave 24 Oct.; arrive Hampton Roads 28 Oct.. 
leave 5 Nov.: arrive Boston 7 Nov., leave 12 Nov.; 
arrive New York 13 Nov., leave 19 Nov.: arrive 
Philadelphia 20 Nov., leave 24 Nov.: arrive Hamp- 
ton Roads 25 Nov. Will leave Hampton Roads 3 
December for the West Coast on the following 
itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 7 Dec., leave 7 
Dec.: arrive Canal Zone 10 Dec., leave 11 Dec.; 
arrive Corinto 14 Dec., leave 14 Dec.; arrive San 
Diego 23 Dec.. leave 2 Jan.: arrive San Pedro 
3 Jan.. leave 5 Jan.; arrive Mare Island 6 Jan., 
leave 14 Jan.: arrive Puget Sound 17 Jan.. leave 
% Jan.: arrive Mare Island 27 January 
VEGA—Sailed San Diego 29 September for Co- 
rinto. Due Corinto 7 Oct.. leave 7 Oct.; arrive 
Canal Zone 10 Oct., leave 13 Oct.; arrive Hampton 
Roads 20 October. Will leave Hampton Roads 
November for the West Coast on the following 
itinerary: Arrive Canal Zone 10 Nov.. leave 12 
Nov.: arrive Corinto 14 Nov., leave 14 Nov.: ar- 
rive San Diego 24 Nov., leave 26 Nov.; arrive San 
Pedro 27 Nov.. leave 28 Nov.; arrive Mare Island 
29 Nov., leave 8 Dec.; arrive Puget Sound 11 Dec., 
leave 19 Dec.; arrive Mare Island 22 December. 


RECENT GRADUATES OF THE MARINE CORPS 
INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Ist Lt. St. Julien Ravenel Marshall—Spanish. 
Ist Lt. John Dwight Muncie—French 

lst Lt. Robert Louis Skidmore—Spanish 

2nd Lt. William Francis Coleman—French 

2nd Lt. Francis Marion McAlister—Bookkeeping 
and Accounting 

2nd Lt. Charles Gurney Wadbrook—Spanish. 
Cpl. John Joseph Locke—Selected Subjects. 
Cpl. Paul Theodore Lory—Good English. 

Cpl. Leroy Arthur Phelps—Good English. 

Cpl. Edward Bernard Richard—c. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Cpl. Lorenzo Torres—-Spanish. 

Pfc. Louis Joseph Dornbusch—cC. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Pvt. Arnold Gray Fisher—Aviation Engines. 
Pyt. Ernest Evell Gardner—C. S. Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Pvt. Merritt Ezra Hemenway—Aviation Engines. 
Pvt. Alfred Babcock Johnson—Aviation Engines. 
Pyt. Karlton Leslie Moore—Civil Service Post 


Pvt. Milford “P" Piercy—C. S. Railway Postal 
lerk. 

Pvt. Donald LeRoy Ritchie—Aeroplane Engines. 
Pvt. John Kenton Robinson—Aviation Engines. 


SENIORITY LIST OF SUPPLY SERGEANTS 
ARRANGED ACCORDING TO SENIORITY 


NAME DATE OF RANK 
1. WILLIAMS, William L. October 30, 1929 
2. GRIFFIN, Ivan H. November 12, 1929 
3. PEARCE, John F. November 16, 1929 
4. BUTT. Charles R. January 27, 1930 
5. HALE, John S February 1, 1930 
6 COX, Ethalmore R February 3, 1930 
1. JACKSON, William C. June 7, 1930 
8. HARRIS, Thomas H. June 18, 1930 
9. DOUGAN,. Thomas H. August 16, 1930 
10. MATTHEWS, Leon E. September 1, 1930 
ll. BANNON, Charles G. September 3, 1930 
12. MITCHELL, Granville September 5, 1930 


SENIORITY LIST OF PAYMASTER SERGEANTS i. 
ARRANGED ACCORDING TO SENIORITY — > 
NAME DATE OF RANK KKK KS SD 
1. FORD, Edwin C October 28, 1916 
2. LOBEN, Edward A August 24, 1917 ~ TRADE MARK 
3. SCHNEIDER, Monty I. April 22, 1918 , 
4. PILITCH, Vincent July 10, 1918 
5. RATH, John H July 24, 1918 N 
6. CRAMER, Joseph A. August 8. 1918 ; 
7. HUEKELS, Frank J.. Jr November 20, 1918 fp co | 
8. GATES, Charles T December 20, 1918 A 
9. HALL, John E. January 1, 1919 ,; YW 
10. JONES. Ernest M May 10, 1919 \ BR 
11. RICHARDSON, Edward A May 10, 1919 : YN 
12. HALL, Emmett G. July 16, 1919 BR 
13 CONNOR. Paul J September 15, 1919 < | 
14. WARD, Hubert N. November 12, 1919 Y; \ 
15. POST, Carlton L November 14, 1919 tN 4 | UX 
16. SMITH. Thea A November 14, 1919 Uy, VA 
17. NEFF, Paul A November 14, 1919 Y \ 
18. GEIGER, Harvey A November 17, 1919 ~ 4 
19. WATSON, Thomas G December 11, 1919 N . 
20. MARTIN, Paul A February 1, 1920 A } 
21. SEIFERT, John L February 26, 1920 
Martin A March 3, 1920 Mi 
ONG, Albert H March 18, 1920 Ze M Z 
Magnus R May 18, 1920 iniature arine 
25. BATES, Norman C. July 23, 1920 
26. BROWN, Arthur August 6, 1920 S Linked Novelty Pins BS 
27. JONES, Alfred E August 23, 1920 > 
28. FRANK, George R June 20, 1924 y $2.00 each I ostpaid y 
David A. January 19, 1927 VW A h 
MAYNARD, Ray R. March 10, 1928 S vailable wi ari 
31. HERRON, Joseph P. April 25, 1928 : C Marine Y 
32 AYRES, Joseph J July 8, 1938 Y orps Ornament chained Y 
MARK, Charles B August 17, 1928 Y ari Ses rjati Y 
34. GREER, Adial P October 22, 1928 ¥Y to Marine Seal, Aviation yy 
35. BIRD, Julian B May 1, 1929 S Wings or Miniature Y 
36. McCLOSKEY, Thomas E September 3, 1929 Q lifi 
1 . Lee B February 24, 1930 Ly strati actual si KY 
= STEIMER, William A. March 8, 1930 NY ustration actual se Y 
. WOOD, Stuart F. B April 26, 1930 ¥Y At your Post Exchange Vy, 
RY > NY, 
or Dealers Everywhere Y 
SENIORITY LIST OF GUNNERY SERGEANTS KY ANOTHER }].}{ QUALITY VY, 
ARRANGED ACCORDING TO SENIORITY VY Y 
PRODUCT 
1. OCCHIONERO, G August 11, 1918 Hilb H. 
George August 11, 1915 
2. QUINN, Robert E. November 9, 1916 Y . —— amburger, Inc. Y 
3 CHAMBERS. Claudious E May 21, 1917 Y 15 East 26th St., 
, John H. May 22, 1917 Y N { 
8. GOURLEY, Arthur A. July 7, 1917 S New Yerk, N. ¥. 
Robert L. September 7, 1917 wy 
7. WILK, Adalbert September 27, 1917 
8. PORTER, Allen J. November 6, 1917 
‘ homas J. December 19, 1917 
11. HICKEY, John P January 1, 1918 PARRIS ISLAND 
12. GOLDBERG, Max M. January 4, 1918 
13. KENNEDY, William A May 18, 1918 MARINES! 
14. McKENNA, John J. July 2, 1918 Will 1 le . 
15. LINDER, John July 2, 1918 Vill be glad to know that all maga- 
July 31, 1918 zines, including The Leatherneck, 
7. , James C. ugust 12, 1918 are to | 30 i 
18. BENNINGTON, James W. September 6, 1918 W 4d ae ld here - the future. 
19. ALLEN, John E. September 10, 1918 e also carry a full line of photo- 
Lester Vv. September 11, 1918 graphic supplies. 
21. SI » Robert D. September 21, 1918 h 
22. FINN, Michael T. September 23, 1918 DE\ ELOPING—PRINTING 
23. FLYNN, William E October 1. 1918 ENLARGING—COLORING 
; /AGE, Roy O. October 1. 1918 
25. BOSTROM, Leonard October 2, 1918 THE CAMERA SHOP 
26. SCHOENFELD, Kurt F. E. October 16, 1918 T. W 
27. SMITH, Guy B November 1, 1918 - W. Henry, Proprietor 
28. MILLER, Lewis November 9, 1918 
29. REYNOLDS, Jesse L. December 30, 1918 
30. MORF, Henry February 5, 1919 
31. MORNINGSTAR, Wesley R. April 9, 1919 
; ACK, Glenn W. June 14, 1919 
33. DUCKWORTH, Carl June 14, 1919 J. a PRESTI 
34. CORYELL, Fred July 1, 1919 
35. HOPP, Gordon August 1, 1919 
36. BAILEY, Henry au. September 5, 1919 POST TAILOR 
Paul C. September 22, 1919 ite 
38. REID. Robert W. January 8, 1920 Suits Made to Order 
H. February 3, 1920 
. . George B. February 24, 1920 its 3 
41. HUTTL, Rudolph March 6, 1920 Suite Cleaned and Pressed $1.00 
42. PETRONE, Frank March 10, 1920 Work Called for and Delivered 
43. WELBY,. Thomas J. April 15, 1920 
44. CERNY, Joseph May 16, 1920 7 
Pau June 1, 1920 
7. HICKS, Carl me June 19, 1920 Marine Barracks 
4 . Herman A. June 22, 1920 
49. BUDROW, Joseph H. July 1, 1920 QUANTICO, VA. 
50. MIHNOWSKE, Nichlos July 13, 1920 
51. LETCHER, John F. August 21, 1920 
52. ALMQUIST, Albert H. October 1, 1920 
$3 McDONALD, Donald October 12, 1920 
HEWS, William G. October 18, 1920 
55. HAMILTON, Charles H. December 3, 1920 CLOTHES OF DISTINCTION 
56. BERRY, Bert R. January 1, 1921 ’ 
57. D'ARIANO, Daniel January 1, 1921 HENRY S MENS 
58. WIRKUS, Faustin E. April 11, 1921 
59. PORITZ, Norman April 20, 1921 SHOP 
60. JENKINS. Clyde H. May 1, 1921 
TAILORS and HABERDASHERS 
62. SMITH. Ike S August 15, 1921 318 Potomac Avenue 
63. HARDIN, Daniel H. September 24, 1921 JANTIC 4 
64. PRIMM, John W. November 10, 1921 QUANTICO, VA. 
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Fifty 


U. 8. HEADQUARTERS 
Springfield’s Restocked 
to Col. Whelen’s Revised Specifications 
Gunmakers & Gunsmiths Expert Repairing 
full ine Amencan Arms & Ammunitior 
Imported Arms, Ammunition & Parts 
Webley -Scott-Mauser-Luger-Merkel Bros. 
Mannilicher, ete. 

Largest stock in America of fine new Rifles, 
Trap. Field Guns, Side Arms, Air Rifles 


& Pistols Target Arms Telescopes 
mounted. Send 25¢e in stamps for 128 
page Arms Catalog 


STORGER, New YOrK.N.Y. 
509 Fifth Avenue at 42nd St 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 


“Launderers and Dry Cleaners” 
Post Permit No. 62 


Tel. 4 Tel. 889 
Post News Stand Fredericksburg, 
Quantico, Va. Va. 


TRIANGLE AUTO 
COMPANY 
Authorized Sales and Service 
LINCOLN - FORD 
FORDSON 


Quantico - Virginia 


Practical Inexpensive 
Gift Suggestions 
for 


MARINE CORPS 
OFFICERS 


We suggest the following Meyer Made 
Merchandise. made in every detail to con- 
form to government specifications. 


INSIGNIA 
and 
BUTTON 


plush-lined 


SETS 
Put up in a leatherette 
gift box 


MINIATURE 
MARINE CORPS 
SABRES 


inches. yet a perfect reproduc- 
regulation Marine Corps offi- 
Makes an attractive desk 
letter opener 


Size 10 
tion of the 
cers sabre 
ornament and 


Inquire at your dealer 


TEAR THIS OUT— 4 
N. S. MEYER, INC.., 

43 East 19th St.. New York 

Gentlemen My dealer 


cannot supply 


Please 
prices 


me with forward 


| 

| special literature and 
| NAME 

| ADDRESS 


CITY 
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65. SAUNDERS, Joseph A. January 1, 
66. RALEY. Harry E January 28, 
67. ODIEN, Philip T March 13, 
68. GUSTAFSON, John A April 11, 
69. HUGHES. Charles B May 11, 
70. OSTICK. Charles T. May 23, 
71. NELSON. George June 1, 
72. WALLACE. David B June 1, 
73. BRADEN, Peter M June 16, 
74. HOLZ,. Gustave June 26, 
75. KNITTLE, Joseph W. March 1, 
76. MEACHEM.,. Henry C March 1, 
77. GROVES. William G March 27, 
78. LANCASTER. Ivie W April 19, 
79. BROOKS, George C June 2, 
80. KERNDL,. Gustav June 12, 
81. METTETAL, Eugene June 12, 
82. SEARS, Anthony J June 18, 
83. ELMBLADE,. Ralph C July 1, 
84. TUCKER, Arville C July 1, 
85. BROWN. Lawrence E August 2, 
86. HUNTLEY. William G September 22, 
87. CONWEILL. Arthur L October 1, 
88. McFARLAND, Gid October 1, 
89. FISHER. Morris October 6, 
90. PARK, Walter October 11, 
91. SMITH, Frank J October 23, 
92. HARKEY. Herbert J December 3, 


93. JENSEN, Hilmar A December 4, 
$4. DOUGHERTY, Fred N 
95. LEEPER, Raymond H 
96. JAGIELLO, Anthony 
7. MILLER, John C 
98. PASZKIEWICZ. Andrew J 
99. COLE, George F 
100. WALSHE. Hylton S 


January 26, 
February 6, 
February 12. 
February 12, 
February 14, 
February 25, 


101. WOYSHNER, Paul April 24, 
102. OLMSTED, James N June 15, 
BARR. William H July 1, 
BLANKS, Hugh A July 1, 
SHAKER, Richard July 1, 
WEIGAND, William H July 1. 
GEER, Horace D July 1. 
RYCKMAN, Willis L September 16, 
Walter W November 1, 


November 19, 


103 
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106 

107 

108 

109. PARDEE, 
110. KAPANKE. William H 
111 
112 
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114 
115 
116 
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1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 
1923 


December 11, 1923 


1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
1924 
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1924 
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1925 
1925 
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1926 
1926 
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1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1926 
1927 
1927 
1927 
1927 
1927 
1927 
1927 
1927 


YOUNG, Frank M November 19, 
GREENWOOD, William A December 4, 
BUCKLEY, Joseph E December 24, 
GIRE, Ellis J January 1, 
MARKLE, William R January 1, 
CHURCH, Jack A February 2, 
117. GOODING, Theodore February 2, 
118. KAMINSKI, Edward J February 2, 
119. KILDOW,. Hopwood C February 2, 
120. COLEMAN, Jesse W March 15, 
121. LEE, William A April 1, 
122. SEUFERT. Henry A June 23, 
123. ROENNIGKE, Theodore L. July 22, 
124. BLACKFORD, William C August 10, 
125. HILL. James F August 10, 
126. DAVEY, Stanley G September 16, 
127. SMITH, Robert September 23, 
128. BLAKLEY. John October 12, 
129. BLADE, Emil J November 7, 
130. HYDE. Donald M December 11, 1925, No. 1 
131. SALGUERO, Man’l M. December 11, 1925, No. 2 
132. O'GRADY, William December 17, 
133. ROYALTY, Ollie S January 1, 
134. GODBEE, Powell W January 20, 
135. SKODA, Stephen February 19, 
136. VAN, Frank J March 1, 
137. PETRILLO, Charles M March 8, 
138. AHERN, John J March 23, 
139. MAY, Russell D April 8, 
140. WILSON, James C April 8. 
141. LOGUE, Joseph W June 5, 
142. HARRIS. Robert F June 7. 
143. CRUIKSHANK, David E June 26, 
144. BUBIER, Kennard F October 12, 
145. SMITH. George H February 3, 
146. MIETZELL,. Oscar E April 1, 
147. SMALL, John M April 1, 
148. BONDI, James April 2, 
149. CARLETON, John A July 15, 
150. GUSACK, Joseph F August 4, 
151. DURR, Bernard J August 11, 
152. FROST, James M August 13, 
153. JENNINGS, Leo M September 20, 


September 20, 
September 20, 


154. RAMSAY, Allan B 
155. ROBINSON, Fred 


156. INGLEE, Charles W October 21, 
157. FRYER, James F December 1, 
158. DAVIS. Roger W December 1, 
159. DONOVAN, Daniel December 1, 
160. KILDAY, Bernard E December 1, 
161. HILL. James E December 23, 
162. JONES, Thomas J December 23, 
163. WILSON, Derby S December 23, 
164. WILSON, William F January 1, 
165. WILLIAMS, David I February 10, 
166. BIRD, William W March 25, 
167. CROWE, Henry P March 29, 
168. JEFFERSON, William E March 29, 
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THE MAN IN THE WHITE 
SLICKER 


(Continued from page 5) 


“No, not long. This was a regimental 
command post then. It had been an 
army, then a corps, then a divisional, 
then a regimental, as the lines were re- 
tired.” 

“Oh, never mind a vest-pocket guide 
to the history of this house. Where 
would Lieutenant Tappan go from 
here?” 

“Sedan.” 

“Had he gone? Where did you last 
see him? I mean, was he rational? 
They'd send him in an ambulance, 
wouldn’t they? What was your last im- 
pression ?” 

“Well,” smiled. the German, “he was 
sitting very forlornly in a chair with a 
blanket around him. He wasn’t so crazy 
but what he realized they were getting 
away with all his clothes.” 

The colonel waved his hand in disgust, 
then turned vehemently to the captain. 

“Captain,” he went on, “I’m a man of 


opportunity. Opportunity and courage. 
Now, listen. The lines run north and 
south here. We're shoving westward 


along the Aire Valley. Suppose some- 
one closes off the road to Sedan, as the 
road to Hetz was closed by the capture 
of Vigneulles? Huh? How about that? 
And all the prisoners are released as was 
done that time? It’s a long chance, but 
suppose it happened? Then we rescue 
the general’s aide! Now this German 
officer, Captain Bessingen—there, I re- 
membered that time, didn’t I ?—this offi- 
cer here, he’s a staff officer and a good 
one, I can see that, he’ll know what roads 
are open and whai roads are closed, or 
were getting ready to be closed, and the 
approximate position of his own troops, 
so we can tell whether there’s any use 
in going on with this plan or not. Now, 
Captain, you’ve got some men there; are 
you with me on this? Shan’t we make a 
run right straight across our own front, 
get up north somewhere, and rescue this 
Lieutenant Tappen? Think of the drag 
you’d get! Are you with me?” 

“My outfit is due for relief at any min- 
ute,” said the captain decisively. “I 
wouldn’t stay here one second after for 
all the generals’ aides that would reach 
from hell to Hoboken!” 

“Captain Bessingen, how would they 
take their prisoners out of here? 
Where’s the main road north?” 

“I don’t know,” said the German. 

“Don’t bandy words with me!” snapped 
the colonel. “Young man, you're in a 
tight position. When the sun rises your 
sun is going to set for good—unless you 
come clean! I’m ranking man here, for 
all I’m not a combatant officer. I can 
have you shot two minutes from now, or 
I can take you out and turn you loose 
and say, ‘Go home to your folks and 
don’t fight any more! Now you answer 
my questions!” 

The German officer folded the white 
trench coat about him as though he were 
cold. It was indeed damp and chill in 
that underground room, and then he had 
something to think of that might very 
well make him shiver. He smiled again, 
a slow crooked smile. 

“You’re an old braggart,” he said 
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softly. “You wouldn’t make a pimple of 
a good soldier’s neck! You couldn’t solve 
the mystery of whether a fox or a nigger 
stole a chicken out of a hen coop that 
had the lock taken off with a screw- 
driver! Did it ever occur to you that 
we're all dead men here?” 

The colonel had hurled himself back in 
his chair at the first words the German 
had spoken, and now he glared at him in 
rage, while he seemed to struggle for 
words. 

“Whaddyuh 
growled finally. 

“The house is mined,” answered the 
German. 

“Mined?” The colonel and the captain 
both threw themselves forward across 
the table, their eyes staring in the blue- 
white glare of the carbide. 

“We have a delayed action fuse,” said 
the German officer, smiling again, “very 
similar to a shrapnel fuse. We insert a 
small tube of acid, one end of which has 
been broken off, and this acid, falling 
drop by drop, eats away a leaden wire. 
The thickness of the wire varies with the 
length of time desired before the explo- 
sion. I’ve forgotten the time set on this 
one. Probably nine hours. We were 
hoping at least a division staff would 
have selected this very fine post of com- 
mand!” 

The colonel licked his dry lips with a 
hurrying tongue. “It’s a lie!” he said 
huskily. “You wouldn’t sit there so 
calmly if it was true! If the place goes 
up you'll go with us!” 

“Well, I'll beat you fellows out of a 
chance to use me for target practice at 
sunrise, won’t I?” 

“This is a stall!” cried the captain. 
“What d’yuh hope to gain by it? We 
won’t run out of here like the Gadarene 
swine and let you make your escape in 
the dark! We’ll go out into the rainy 
night and take you with us! Why— 
what’s the idea in telling us, then, if you 
don’t mind being blown up yourself?” 

“If you were a divisional or even a 
brigade staff,” said the German slowly, 
“T’d see you all in hell and myself with 
you before I’d ever say a word, but 
there’s a very thin dividing line between 
military necessity and murder. I’m a 
Bavarian, not a Prussian, and I can ap- 
preciate that. The tactical situation 
wouldn’t be advanced a bit by killing this 
old wind bag and a very tired-out captain 
of infantry, to say nothing of that poor 
Irish lad and the other two bundles of 
cannon fodder.” 

“I don’t believe it!” 
colonel. 

“Suit yourself.” 

The German took a silver cigarette 
case from a breast pocket and lighted 
a cigarette at the carbide lamp. 

“If you don’t mind, Colonel,” said the 
captain hurriedly, “I’m going out.” 

He rose, upsetting his chair in his 
haste. “This bird may be wrong, but he 
may be right, too, and if he is .. .” 
The last words were lost in the narrow 
corridor. There was the sound of but 
one pair of feet running over the cement. 
The sentry had heard and had already 
gone. 

The colonel rose to his feet in his turn, 
but he menaced the German officer with 
a pistol. 

“IT still don’t believe you,” he said, 
“but we’re going out anyway. I’ve got 

enough things on my mind without won- 
dering whether I’m going to bump my 


mean dead men?” he 


shouted the 


In the historic year of 1775, Samuel 
Nicholas was commissioned as the first 
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Corps. He immediately opened up 
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Philadelphia, and astounded the natives 
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head against an airplane or not the next 
minute. But you stay with us. One 
hasty step and your interest in affairs is 
done. Ever see one of these .45 slugs 
hit a man? It has an effect similar to 
an express train. You, Corporal! Up 
on your feet and let’s get out of here!” 

The three machine gunners, however, 
did not move. They sat upon a bench 
against the wall where the orderlies 
must have sat when the place belonged 
to the Germans. Cat-Pie Droghan, his 
feet stretched out, lay back against the 
wall with open mouth, Gordon, his head 
on one side, slumbered against him, and 
along the rest of the bench could be 
made out the shadowy, bumpy form of 
O’Nail stretched out at full length. 

“Hey!” roared the colonel in Droghan’s 
ear. “Snap out of it!” 

Cat-Pie arose, took two quick steps for- 
ward, swung left and right, upper-cutted 
an imaginary opponent, then fell crash- 
ing over a chair. This awakened Gordon, 
who sat up, croaking, “Yessir, yessir!” 

“Get up, you two, and outside!” yelled 
the colonel. “The place is mined and 
liable to go up at any moment.” 

Cat-Pie arose from the wreckage of 
the chair, but it could be seen by his 
staring eyes that his mind was still 
asleep and that he had not the slightest 
idea of where he was. 

Gordon was little better. He had 
fallen into that black, dreamless slumber 
that comes from extreme fatigue, and 
jerked back to consciousness in this cel- 
lar, dazzled by the glare of the carbide 
in his eyes, unable to distinguish what 
was human and what was dancing 
shadow on the wall, his ears still ring- 
ing from the colonel’s shouts, conscious 
only that something horrible was hap- 
pening, he could do nothing but get stag- 
geringly to his feet and gaze blindly 
about. 

“The place is mined!” repeated the 
colonel. “Get that man up and let’s 
get out!” 

“Get up!” repeated Gordon mechanic- 
ally. 

“Naw,” said Droghan, shoving his pis- 
tol holster back to his hip, “ "tis the wild 
Harp there he means, not the Jerry. 
O’Nail, acushla, up on your feet, ye black 
son of hard luck. Git up, we got orders 
to be movin’!” 

“O’Nail! Get up! We're moving out!” 
cried Gordon, shaking O’Nail vigorously 
by the shoulder. 

“Tip him off the bench!” suggested 
Droghan, and suited the action to the 
word, so that the sleeping O’Nail fell 
with a thud and a clang of helmet to the 
hard floor of the dugout. 

“Pick him up and carry him if you 
can't get him out any other way.” 

“Wake up, O’Nail!” shouted Gordon, 
his mouth at O’Nail’s ear. He rolled the 
other vigorously back and forth on the 
floor and twisted his nose with all his 
strength. 

“Le’ me alone!” protested O’Nail. 

“The colonel says to move out! We're 
changin’ position!” 

O'Nail spoke clearly an unthinkable 
reply, whereat the German officer 
laughed heartily. 

“Pick him up and carry him!” urged 
the colonel, “the place is mined! Mined 
with a big mine and a trick fuse! Savvy 
mine? Blooey! Like that!” 

“Jesus!” cried Gordon, realizing for 
the first time what the emergency was. 
“O'’Nail! The place is going to blow up!” 
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He lifted the prostrate man’s shoulders 
and tried to shove him to his feet. “Yey! 
Big bomb, O’Nail! We're going to blow 
up!” 

“Let ’er blow!” replied O’Nail. His 
head fell on one side and he seemed to 
sleep again. 

“Up with him!” barked the colonel, 
“Each of you grab one end of him! Out 
we go! Captain Jiggamaree, if you so 
much as cough I'll let a hole through 
you the size of a howitzer shell!” 

They went out, panting and struggling 
in the narrow passage. Here, by dint of 
Droghan’s running O’Nail into all the 
corners and projections, he succeeded in 
getting him partially aroused, and when 
they finally got into the open air they 
hurled him to the ground, where the icy 
mud on his face completely revived him. 

“Come on!” urged the colonel, “don't 
wait here! Hurry away! Keep your eye 
on this white slicker, though, and if it 
starts to disappear see how many holes 
you can make in it with a .45! Where's 
that captain gone? He ought to ge get- 
ting his men out of those huts! That 
cement will come down like the wrath 
of God!” 

This was evidently what the captain 
was doing, for shouting could be heard 
in the darkness. They could see the 
quick gleam of a flash light snapped on 
and off, hear the sound of feet running. 

“T hope he’s got patrols out!” mut- 
tered the colonel. “Wouldn’t it be fun 
if we ran into a counter attack!” 

They ran off, stumbling through the 
dark, their minds intent on reaching the 
shelter of the railway embankment. They 
came to it at last, crawled up it, and 
tripping over the rails got down the 
other side. 

“How long were we asleep?” de- 
manded Gordon. 

“Just long enough to make us mad to 
be waked up!” replied Droghan. 

“Well, here’s our little party together 
again!” said O’Nail bitterly from some- 
where in the darkness. “He an’ the cor- 
poral an’ this mule-drivin’ lunatic that 
smells of peat and pig manure! An’ this 
bird in the white slicker! If I live to 
get out of this war I never want to see 
anything white again!” 

No one made any reply. All were 
listening to the rushing of the wind in 
the woods behind them, the shouts and 
the running about where the doughboys 
were being dragged out of the huts, and 
the faint crumping of shells on the dis- 
tant hillside. A quarter of an hour passed 
in silence, 

“We should have hurried a little faster 
to get out!” remarked Droghan. “Sure, 
why should soldiers have a roof over 
their heads when a kind government 
gives them slickers and tin hats for 
nothing if it’s not to keep the rain off 
them ?” 

“Go to sleep, Droghan!” snapped 
O’Nail. “We’re not in the mood for 
native Irish humour right now!” 

“It is you, me own lad?” crowed 
Droghan. “I thought ye’d been asleep 
long since!” 

“Fat chance!” said O’Nail, “with 
Niagara Falls running down the back of 
my neck and a human foghorn like you 
blowing off every five minutes!” 

“It would seem, Captain Beddigen, of 
His Majesty’s Own Kaiserliche Konig- 
liche Right Royal Nose-wipers, that you 
have run us out here into the rain and 
the night on a false alarm with some 
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vague idea of saving your own dirty 
neck. Don’t think it! I’ve a mind to 
have an accidental discharge of this pis- 
tol right now, you being ruined in the 
process. Yuh think I want to have a 
kraut make a fool of me? Think I like 
to be out in the rain like a god-blessed 
duck ?” 

“T don’t know anything to prevent 
your going back to the dugout any time 
you want to!” replied the German coolly. 
" “Oh, Colonel!” shouted a voice faintly, 
“Hey, where are you?” 

The caller apparently drew nearer, and 
someone could be heard tripping over 
the rails and speaking his mind. There 
was a heavy splash as someone fell into 
a depression or a shell hole full of water. 

“Ah, where is he, the old fool?” came 
the captain’s voice angrily. “What the 
hell did he want to capture this spy for, 
anyway, and ruin everyone’s sleep?” 

“Ha-ha!” laughed the German, “this is 
perfect!” 

“You'll laugh out of the other side of 
your mouth in a minute!” said the 
colonel grimly. “Here, Captain! This 
way! I think we’ve been having our 
leg pulled!” 

“So do I!” said the voice from the 
darkness vehemently. “Of all the fool 
notions on a night like this, to come out 
of a nice dry dugout——” 

WHERROOM! 

The ground trembled under them, the 
heavens shook, water poured down from 
overhead, then, crashing and thundering 
from hillside to hillside, the roar of that 
terrific explosion echoed down the nar- 
row valley, hurled back and forth, seem- 
ing to increase instead of diminish in 
volume. For a long time after the echoes 
had ceased to roll and bellow the dry 
click of stones or the swift rush of 
debris falling through the trees came to 
the ears of those in the shelter of the 
railroad. The rain and the blackness of 
the night did not matter to them now. 
They thought of themselves sitting in 
that dugout, of the carbide lamps hissing 
and guttering, and of the sudden blotting 
out of all in one red sheet of flame! 

“Would ye be staying here,” hissed 
Cat-Pie in Gordon’s ear, “or would ye 
be on your way somewheres else?” 

“Lay still!” said Gordon. “We've had 
enough of that the past two days!” 

“No, but why not move into a hut? 
Will not all the infantry lads be out of 
them and to the devil an’ gone wid fright 
afther that knock? And we'll tell the 
ould colonel we got separated from him 
in the dark. Perish his soul, he’ll not 
go far before daylight! He'll see him- 
self sittin’ on top o’ that mine the rest 
of his life.” 

“No, no!” cried O’Nail. “I’m not go- 
ing anywhere! I’m through with this 
war from now on! I’m going to sit here 
in the mud until I drown! What the 
hell! Why fight against fate?” 

“Colonel, sir,” began Droghan, “the 
fireworks bein’ over an’ the spy found, 
and the quittin’ whistle blown these five 
hours an’ all, couldn’t three machine gun- 
ners that have no business here at all, 
at all, be off to get a bit of sleep?” 

Silence, during which the other two 
could hear Droghan clattering along the 
stones at the bottom of the embankment. 

“Mush!” they heard him cry suddenly, 
“the devil go from ye, you owld son of 
misery! Answer a poor lad that’ll never 
do a day’s good again from the roomath- 
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ism he'll get from this night’s work! 
Where are ye?” 

The other two listened. There was no 
sound but the rain driving through the 
trees. Even the shell fire had ceased, 
seemingly stifled by the tremendous ex- 
plosion of the mine. To the north, be- 
yond the huts, a flare gleamed, and as if 
in answer a green rocket soared from 
the woods on the far hillside. 

“Bet those are Boche lights!” mut- 
tered Gordon. 

“They're gone,” said Droghan, feeling 
his way toward them in the dark. “Sorra 
fear of them stayin’ out in the rain when 
there was a roof to get under. Sure, 
they'll have that mastheen of a kraut 
with them to tell them if there’s any 
more mines!” 

“And to hell with us!” said O’Nail 
bitterly. 

“To hell with them,” replied Drog- 
han. “I’m off.” 

He clambered upon the embankment, 
and the other two followed him. A thick 
cloud of smoke, a gray twisting mass 
against the black night, still marked the 
position of the dugout that had been 
mined. 

The three, following the tracks, as- 
sured themselves that they could not 
miss the huts. They felt apprehensive 
at first, for none of them knew just 
where the infantry were, nor whether 
there were sentinels out or not, nor just 
how far away the front line was. An 
ineautious step, an extraordinary noise 
might bring a shot from some nervous 
sentinel, or a burst from a German ma- 
chine gun. The streaming rain, how- 
ever, cut off all sound. 

They went on, then, but the railway 
track curved, and all three tripped over 
the rails and fell on their knees in the 
stony mud. Their language was violent. 
O’Nail was for going on again, along 
the track. Gordon refused, saying that 
they had probably gone clear through 
all the huts, for he did not remember 
any curve in the track as he had seen 
it in daylight. He suggested a return. 
Just then all heard plainly the click of 
pick and shovel in front of them. 

“There’s the doughboys!” said Gordon. 
“The captain’s had ’em out of the huts 
an’ makin’ ’em dig fox holes!” 

“That’s military for you!” said O’Nail. 
“Never let a man be comfortable!” 

“It’s not that,” said Gordon. “The 
Boche know where this place is, and just 
about 2 a. m. they’ll most likely shell 
hell out of it. What happens to the boys 
in the huts?” 

“IT smell smoke!” replied O’Nail. 
“Wood smoke!” 

“There,” said a voice so near that it 
startled them. “Now, that ought to keep 
us for awhile!” 

“Hey!” said Gordon. 

“Hey yourself!” replied the voice, but 
now it came from somewhere near his 
feet. There was a sudden glow, as from 
the explosion of a distant gun. A rush 
of warm air fanned Gordon’s face, bear- 
ing with it a strong smell of German 
and of wet wool. 

“Shutta door!” yelled someone faintly. 

“Aw, pipe down, I’m bringing in more 
wood!” 

The glow had disclosed to Gordon a 
flight of steps leading down apparently 
to a door from which the glow had come. 
That glow meant fire, and that warm 
smell, even if it was mixed with that of 
stale tobacco, cabbage, and decaying 
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leather, meant comfort. He leaped the 
steps, but O’Nail and Droghan were not 
far behind him. The man at the bottom 
of the steps turned about at the sound 
of the other three, then all four shot 
through the door. The fourth man had 
his arms full of wood and so could not 
prevent the entrance of the other three 
if he would have. 

“Hey! Who the hell are you guys?” 
he demanded. 

“Machine gunners!” replied Gordon, 
“and about all in. Shut the door and 
keep out the cold!” 

“We're kinda crowded in here!” said 
the other, kicking the door shut. 

“Well, there’s room for three more!” 
chuckled O’Nail, looking about him. 
They were in a low-ceilinged dugout, an 
exceptionally comfortable one, for the 
walls were sheathed with boards, there 
was a board floor, and the roof had 
beams of birch with the bark still on. 
There was no sign of bunks. The place 
must have been an office or some kind of 
a recreation centre, although it was very 
small for the latter. 

In the middle of the room was an iron 
stove, red-hot, and in the glow from this 
and the feeble light from a candle stuck 
on a helmet, half a dozen blanketed 
forms could be made out, stretched out 
on the floor, their heads resting in their 
helmets as on pillows, all sound asleep. 
The heat rose from that stove in waves 
and was beaten down from the roof onto 
the heads of the three machine gunners. 
They already began to feel deliciously 
warm. 

“Those guys need those blankets 
badly!” said Gordon, hanging his belt 
on his arm and unhooking his slicker. 
“Golly, doesn’t that heat feel good!” 

“It’s cold on the floor!” said the man 
with the wood, dumping it by the stove. 

“I don’t believe it,” whispered Drog- 
han. “Sure, I’ve already had a blanket 
off a lad under me foot, an’ he never 
stirred the width of a hen’s eyebrow!” 

“Now, if we only had some chow!” 
went on O’Nail, going up to the stove 
and holding his overcoat wide, so that 
the heat penetrated to his soaked blouse, 
“this would be my idea of heaven.” 

“There’s some Jerry bread on the 
table,” said the man who had brought in 
the wood. “Dig in! We had enough of 
it the last couple days! Bread an’ beer 
an’ carrot jam!” 

He disposed himself on the floor, wrap- 
ping his overcoat about his shoulders. 
“There’s a pile o’ wood under the edge o’ 
the roof in back,” he advised the others. 
“Last comers gotta get more when this 
is gone!” 

There was bread on the table, three 
round loaves, black and tough, but de- 
licious to the hungry machine gunners. 
They spread some kind of heavy jam 
on it from little wooden pots, sour stuff 
and full of fibres, but tasting better than 
anything they had ever eaten. They 
finished one whole loaf, a partly eaten 
one, and made a serious assault on a 
third. 

“And now,” said Gordon, “sleep!” 

He lay down upon the floor and 
stretched his cold, wet feet toward the 
glowing stove. “Throw on some wood, 
Droghan! Don’t let it burn out. Come 
on, O’Nail, there’s a Jerry overcoat here 
for you and me! Hurry up!” 


“Not me!” said O’Nail, his mouth full 
“Go to sleep. Too much com- 


of bread. 
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fort here. I’m going to stay awake alj 
night and enjoy it.” 

His eyelids drooped even as he talked, 
for the heat of the dugout and the food 
had acted like an opiate. He came over 
to the stove and, holding his blouse wide. 
undid his shirt and let the heat of the 
stove beat on his naked chest. “Burn 
away, boy, thaw out!” he cried happily. 

Gordon, watching him, tried to smile, 
but his eyelids dropped and the smile 
died on his lips. He was asleep. 

The candle burned down, flickered, and 
went out, but the glow from the stove 
continued to light the room. When the 
glow began to fade the cold woul 
awaken one of the lighter sleepers, and 
he would crawl as far as the pile of 
wood, throw as many sticks into the 
stove as he could cram, then return to 
his place and to sleep again. 

If these men had heard the explosion 
of the mine they had paid it no atten. 
tion. One explosion more or less, what 
did it matter as long as it was not too 
close at hand? The rain blown around 
the corner of the dugout by fitful gusts 
of wind rattled against the plank door, 
but none came in, and the men slept un- 
disturbed. They lay like dead men, but 
their wet cold bodies absorbed the heat 
as a sponge does water, and the steam 
given off from their wet clothing as it 
dried kept the humidity of the dugout 
high and so added to its warmth. 

The door suddenly shot open, slam- 
ming against the side of the dugout. 

“Yah!” cried a voice, “here they are! 
Half the platoon, by God! Outta that, 
now!” 

There was a piercing blast of a whistle 
that in the confinement of the dugout 
set every sleeper’s teeth on edge. 

“Hutt side!” roared the newcomer. He 
leaped across the dugout and dragged at 
a form wrapped in a German overcoat. 

“Gately! I know yuh! Wake up and 
outta this! Sleepin’ it off! Come on, 
the war’s on again!” He roughly jerked 
the blanket from another. “Scapini! 
Yuh goldbrick! Snap out of it!” He 
blew another blast on his whistle. 

The sleepers, aroused by the whistling 
and the shouts, began to stir, to groan, 
and raise bumpy, blanket-clad forms 
from the floor. They turned their red, 
sleep-sodden eyes to the open door, which 
framed an oblong of pinkish sky. They 
groaned, then, as each had his covering 
jerked from him in turn, got stiffly up 
and sought for rifle and pack. 

“Gwan!” protested Gordon, as he tried 
to prevent his German overcoat from be- 
ing dragged from him. “We don’t be- 
long to your outfit! We’re machine gun- 
ners!” 

“Never mind!” said the man with the 
whistle. “I got orders to clear out these 
dugouts! Every man out! Boy, a mop- 
per-up, that’s me! Out yuh go!” 

“I’m corporal!” replied Gordon 
hotly. 


“Are you? Well, I’m a sergeant. So 
how’s that for little apples? Come on, 
out now! ’Cause, if yuh don’t I'll have 
to carry yuh, an’ it might be a little 
rough! Yup, out! You, too, monkey 
face! Up on your feet and outta here!” 
on thus addressed, replied in 

ind. 


“I ain’t got time,” replied the rough 
sergeant, “but I'd prefer it to your face 
any day! Come, now, Sokol, dig the lead 
outta your feet! No hangin’ over that 
stove! Move toward the door! Come 
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on, it’s gonna be a fine day, an’ maybe 
some of us won’t see no more sun rises!” 
“We advancin’ again?” mumbled some- 


one, as the men moved staggeringly 
toward the door. 
“Yup! 


“Aw, Jesus!” moaned the men, “an’ 
they said we was gonna be relieved!” 

To this the sergeant made no reply but 
shoved everyone toward the door. O’Nail, 
in passing the table, seized the half loaf 
that they had left from their supper and 
an unopened pot of jam. 

They went up the slippery stairs into 
a freezing dawn, doubly cold after the 
warmth of the dugout. Before them, 
running at right angles to the railway 
line, was a row of huts, their doors sag- 
ging, broken furniture and straw scat- 
tered about, bits of plates and battered 
cooking utensils, and a wreckage of 
overcoats, blankets, and gray-white Ger- 
man shirts, all sodden with the rain and 
spattered with mud. Beyond these huts 
a company of infantry was assembling, 
with wide intervals between the platoons 
in case of sudden shell fire, the men 
bearded, muddy, and blue with the cold, 
beating their breasts and blowing upon 
their fingers. Dimly seen among the 
trees was a rolling kitchen, smoke com- 
ing from its chimney, and cooks busy 
about it. 

“Chow!” cried the men. 

“Naw!” said the sergeant, “only hot 
coffee. He ain’t got nuthin’ but coffee. 
It'll do yuh good, though. Put blood in 
yuh!” He stalked on ahead of his men. 

“That the guy that came down the hill 
when we were in the ditch that time and 
told us our outfit had been chew@d,, 
hell?” asked Gordon. “Seems to mg 
is. These hard-boiled sergeantgg 
kind of a pain in the neck 

“I don’t remember,” 
‘It was night, and I 
with what was goin} 
listen. Just as soo 
coffee down us w 
easing back to t 

Gordon gave 


ngout ?” 
pointed. Be- 


yond the rolli ‘but hidden until 
now, for they. ewitting with their 
backs agai of the stove, was 


the colonel, the man 

r, the captain, and a 
dently a platoon com- 
halted as though te 
ey concealment, but the captain, who 
“Sok been watching them for 

waved his hand im- 


pe for them to come on. 
“Tae te: are, Colonel,” said he, as 


ew nearer. “I knew they’d 
l@gain. Where did you men 

Snuk away, huh?” 
“Hosiery. said Gordon. “After the 


tried to find the colonel and 
Meme then this morning we 

Se) again to find him.” 

Officers but the colonel grinned 

t he apparently paid no atten- 

e was deep in a map he had be- 


whim. 

we did get out of there in a 
Safter all,” said the captain. “We 
get my outfit into some kind of 
in case the enemy pulled a counter 
, hoping to catch us in confusion 
the explosion.” 
fell, that’s the best solution!” said 
colonel firmly, looking up. “I’ve 
a hunch! The general’s aide was 
t out of here, that we know. The 
$s run north and south, practically 
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parallel to the Aire River. Hence we 
here are really behind our own lines to 
the east—in other words, any German 
troops going out of here can’t follow the 
valley and the railway without running 
into our lines to the east; they’ve got 
to cut across the hills. Well, they don’t 
do that very fast. Now General Leh- 
man’s aide was in no condition to make 
any such journey on foot. They’d have 
to carry him. Progress will be slow. 
Well, when they get him out of this part 
of the woods, where does he get to? 
There’s no road through these thickets 
except the Sommerance-Romagne road, 
and that’s the one they’d make for. 
There’s a railhead at Romagne, accord- 
ing to our friend, Captain Bessingen, 
here. I call him our friend, because if 
it wasn’t for him we’d be having our 
voices tried out for the celestial choir 
right now. However—well, I think that 
we can take this company here and shove 
ahead and cut these fellows with their 
prisoner off. Especially as the Romagne 
road will be under fire at its western 
end, and they’ll have to take to the woods 
again. What do you gentlemen think?” 

“Well, if this road is under fire and 
our troops are up there and so forth, the 
Jerries won’t get out with him anyway,” 
remarked the lieutenant. 

“Well, now, listen,” said the colonel, 
shaking his finger like a_scheeite 
laying down a rule. 
man there, pick up thé 
and have ’em filled up 
js your own, too. I se y 

this chow gun, and that 

lie is empty, Black Jack himself 
t get any more java! 
. to resume, this Lieutenant Tap- 

» who is the apple of the brigade com- 
Mander’s eye, and son of the Chief 
Stringpuller at home, to say nothing of 
being nephew or cousin or what-not to 
the Big Money, will arrive at said Som- 
merance road in nothing but his shirt and 
a Jerry blanket. He is also out of his 
head. Assuming that he is rescued by 
our troops, how much attention are they 
going to pay to a man in that condition? 
Suppose he doesn’t know where or who 
he is by now? You know what kindly 
care a man gets in a dressing station. 
‘Throw this into the 
ambulance and let that one die where he 
is and not take up a bunk that we'll need 
for a better man!’ And when the smoke 
clears away, young Tappen is dead or 
gone off to some remote hospital where 
they’ll make daisy food out of him if it’s 
a human possibility. Compree? Well, 
I’m going to prevent it. I think we 
can catch him before he gets to Ger- 
many. Now, Captain, you'll come with 
me with your company ?” 

“Not I, Colonel. I’m a cog in the 
wheel. I have orders to relieve G Com- 
pany, or what’s left of it, in one hour 
from now, so that I can’t even accom- 
pany you or give you so much as one 
man for a guide.” 

“Why, I thought you were going to co- 
operate with me!” gasped the colonel. 
“T thought that was the understanding.” 


“Gee, Colonel, you’re not a combatant 
officer, that’s plain to be seen. Why, we 
can’t detach companies or even squads to 
go running around the woods after some 
mythical officer that was captured two 
days ago. The war goes on just the 


same, and the government at Washing- 
Personally, I wish the 


ton still lives. 
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young man had been captured two days 
sooner. It would have saved my outfit 
a lot of trouble!” 

The lieutenant glanced at his watch 
and then at the men filing by the kitchen 
or grouped under the trees drinking their 
coffee. 

“I think I'd better be looking after my 
men,” said he. “I’m going to serve out 
those German hand grenades we found in 
the storehouse, but what I’ll do for rifle 
ammunition I don’t know.” 

“Well, what do you think of my plan, 
Lieutenant?” asked the colonel. “Tell 
us before you go.” 

“You haven’t got a snowball’s chance 
in hell!” said the lieutenant. He got 
stiffly to his feet, gulped down what was 
left in his cup, and went away muttering 
that he would give his commission for a 
butt, but whether it was because he 
valued the butt so highly or his com- 
mission so low, was impossible to tell. 

“I must be going, too,” said the cap- 
tain. “This is going to be a bright, sun- 
shiny day for a change, and this relief 
will take some figuring. We've had a 
night’s rest, such as it was. Thank God 
for that. Would you like to come with 
me a little way?” 

The colonel looked quickly at the cap- 
tain, then nodded in assent. 

The two men moved away toward the 
huts... The German officer watched their 

i thepyas he sipped his coffee, 

our doughboys stood 

the corner of a small 

square, A @pater of which were the 

three machine gunners and the German. 

These doughboys had bayoneted # 

and each one a pistol attached, 

ammunition belt, either indicatings, 
he was a sergeant or a sergeant’S fei 

The German continued to sip his cotta 

“Gee, that lieutenant was kind of fresh 
to a colonel,” remarked O’Nail. “He 
never even said ‘sir’!” 

“Ah, he should worry,” said Gordon, 
“he’s too tired. That old dick is only a 
jawbone colonel, anyway. Yeh, he should 


worry! Suppose the colonel turned him 
in for disrespect? How can you try a 
stiff?” 


The captain meanwhile addressed the 
colonel in his ear. 

“What are you going to do with the 
spy ?” he asked. 

“I was going to send him out with the 
three gunners.” 

“It seems rather tough, after he saved 
our lives!” observed the captain. “I 
don’t mind so much getting a clean bullet 
or a piece of iron off a shell, even if it is 
red-hot, but going blooey into ten thou- 
sand or more fragments right out of my 
armchair—hot dog!” 

“I did not make the law!” said the 
colonel severely. “I am only here to 
enforce it! This egg is a spy, and I cap- 
tured him. That was my duty. Now a 
court-martial will try him. That’s their 
duty. I can’t usurp their functions. I’ve 
got a letter that I wrote last night while 
the rest of you snored, explaining what 
this man has done, and the court can 
take account of it if they want to, about 
him getting us out of there. I hope they 
don’t shoot him. He seems a nice enough 
lad for a German. But I’ve got nothing 
to do about it!” 

“Well, I wouldn’t send him back with 
those machine gunners. They’re not re- 
liable. I don’t like that corporal’s face!” 

“Hmmm. Quite right. They’ve got to 
stand trial, too, for assaulting an officer. 
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Forgot about that. Now let me think. 
Can’t I send him back with the troops 
that are being relieved?” 

“It’s only a battalion relief,” said the 
captain. “They won't go out any farther 
than here. You know these troops com- 
ing out—they don’t want to be bothered 
with anything.” 

“They'll have prisoners to send back, 
won't they?” 

“I doubt it,” said the captain dryly, 
“Listen, Colonel, why don’t you all go 
back together?” 

“Hah!” cried the colonel, so that some 
men cleaning their rifles near by leaped 
to their feet, “so that’s what you’ve been 
leading up to? Trying to persuade the 
old fool to get out and go back where he 
belongs, huh? Well, not much! I know 
what I’m here for, Captain, better than 
you do. Now I’m going to set out to do 
what I intended to do, and that’s to find 
Lieutenant Tappen. If I get killed that’s 
what I came in the army for, anyway. 
Well, now, I’m going to take my three 
machine gunners and do it myself. We'll 
be a patrol! I’ve seen lots of patrols, 
and with an officer, too, that weren't 
any stronger than we are.” 

“Well,” said the captain in some con- 
fusion, “you asked for my advice and I 
gave it to you. But still you haven't 
told me what you want to do with the 
Jerry captain.” 

“T’ll take him with me!” said the 
colonel decisively. “He'll tell me if there 
are many more mines and things. Yes, 
by George, that’s just what I'll do! And 
he’ll know the paths, too, and can tell 
us Besestenant we might expect to run 
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With the flan! platoon, which was the 
one the rough sergeant who had 
awakened them commanded, went the 
three machine gunners, the colonel, and 
Captain Bessingen, late of the Bavarian 
Liebgrenadier Regiment. This last had 
found the means to shave, to clean his 
trench coat of its mud, and to tidy his 
high laced boots. 

Rat-a-tat!—Tat!—tTat-tat-tat-tat-tat! 

“Ah! the first one! Sounds like 
home!” exclaimed Gordon. 

A whistle blast halted the line, and 
they sank to one knee. 

“Where is it?” asked the men. “Where 
is it?” 

“Aw, it ain’t nowhere!” shouted the 
rough sergeant. “That ain’t shootin’ at 
us! We ain’t struck our guys yet! No- 
body hit? Well, then, let’s go on again!” 

On again, but slowly now, the men 
moving from tree to tree, from brush 
heap to brush heap, cautiously, slowly, 
some with their bayonets ready, others 
with rifles slung and grenades in their 
right hands. 

Rap-rap-rap-rap! Two guns, their 
double pounding clearly distinguishable. 
The line halted this time without the 
whistle signal. 

“Come on, goddam it!” yelled the ser- 
geant. “I told you guys them guns ain’t 
shootin’ at us! Cubbertson! What did 
I make you a corporal for if you can’t 
keep them guys goin’? Ain’t I the first 
that’s gonna be killed? Won't they see 
me wavin’ my arms around to make you 
yeller-bellies keep movin’? Well, come 
on! After I get bumped off, yuh can 
halt, I don’t care, but while I’m alive 
you're gonna keep movin’!” 

Still onward, then suddenly they came 
to a belt of shattered wire, newly dug 
trenches, and a group of Americans. 

“Where’s your outfit?” demanded the 
sergeant. “You're outta G, aren’t you?” 

“Yuh,” answered the men in the trench. 
“Where the hell yuh been? We been 
waitin’ on yuh since daylight!” 

“Well, we’re here now,” said the ser- 
geant grimly, “and don’t crab about us 
bein’ late, because you’re dam lucky we 
come at all. Now, where’s the outfit an’ 
where’s the Boche?” 

“The outfit’s to the left. The line runs 
along the edge o’ the woods. The Boche 
is up on a hill to the left, too. You can’t 
see it from here, but when you get out to 
the edge of the brush I hear you can 
see it.” 

“You hear? Don’t you know?” 

“Nope!” said the other, climbing out of 
the trench. “This brush stops about 
twenty yards farther on, an’ there’s 
nothin’ but cow pasture between here an’ 
where the krauts are. I’m willin’ to be- 
lieve they’re there. I don’t have to see 
‘em!” 

“Yeh, we seen enough of them,” said 
another man. “They been in here twice 
a’'ready to see if we was here.” 

“Yeh?” demanded the sergeant. “Then 
what?” 

“Well, the first patrol come in, an’ we 
handled them. Then the second come to 
see what happened to the first, I guess. 
Well, so long. There’s a third gang 
about due now. Them Boche are curious 
as hell. They’ll want to know for sure 
what happened to them other two pa- 
trols. Well, you tell ’em, kid. Say it 
with flowers!” 

The men in the trench, eight or nine, 
climbed out one after the other and made 
hurriedly off, while the relieving platoon 
took shelter again. 
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“This is the most extraordinary relief 
I ever saw!” exclaimed the colonel. 
“Why, I thought they had guides and 
officers and maps, and the thing went by 
a watch and everything was very secret 
and businesslike and efficient!” 

Some of those who heard laughed. 
Others spat upon the ground and looked 
at the colonel pityingly. No one, how- 
ever, offered to explain to him that this 
was but a platoon, and that the company 
to which it belonged was short of officers, 
and that therefore anything it did, from 
a relief to an advance, would be a sort of 
rough-and-ready affair. 

“Now, you guys needn’t waste your 
time gettin’ down into that trench!” 
shouted the sergeant to some soldiers 
who had already got down into the newly 
dug trench. “We’re not stayin’ here, 
we're movin’ on! You dumb eggs oughta 
realize that if we sit down here the 
Boche won’t never move away from in 
front of us, an’ we'll be here four years 
from now. The rest o’ you pull one foot 
offa the top o’ the other. When the 
whistle blows, out we go.” 

“Do we go on with this gang, sir?” 
asked Gordon. 

“No,” said the colonel, looking at his 
map. “They’re going to do some fight- 
ing. I don’t want to get mixed up in 
any fruitless attempt to take a bunch of 
bushes away from some Germans. From 
what I’ve seen of the Argonne Forest 
they can have it.” 

He turned to the prisoner. “Now, if 
you were trying to get out of here to 
Sommerance, or we'll say to Romagne 
—let’s assume you had a date in Sedan 
with a girl and you wanted to get there 
the worst way—how would you go?” 

“Well,” said the German carelessly, 
“there’s a ravine over there with a 
Decauville railway in it. Narrow gauge, 
you know. I’d hop one of those toy 
trains.” 

“But if we followed the track it would 
take us right through?” 

“Yes, it would take you right through.” 

“Well, then, we'll go. We liable to 
run into any of your fellows there?” 

“It’s very probable,” smiled the Ger- 


man. 

“Well, if we did,” said the colonel 
coldly, “don’t think that it will do you 
any good, because the first guy that 
gets wrecked if anything starts is a guy 
that’s wearing somebody else’s tailor- 
made slicker! Come on!” 

He waived his arm to motion his three 
machine gunners and the prisoner to fol- 
low him. As if in warning the machine 
guns out in front cackled excitedly. The 
infantry, crouching behind trees or lying 
on the ground, observed the departure of 
these men with distrust. 

“Hey! Where yuh goin’?” they called. 
“C’mon, no duckin’ off there! Hey, you. 
stick around, we’re gonna have soup!” 

“Hey, Sergeant!” shouted one above 
the rest, “looka those guys sneakin’ out! 
Goin’ off gold-brickin’!” 

The colonel, of course, wearing no in- 
signia of rank, could not be distinguished 
from an enlisted man. The sergeant, 
though, having seen him in close con- 
ference with the captain, and the sight 
of an officer at the front with no in- 
signia being a common one, paid no 
further attention to the shouters than to 
tell them profanely tu pipe down. 

“Save your wind,” he advised, “you'll 
need it in a little while!” 
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“Listen, Colonel,” said Gordon earn. 
estly, “you know you don’t want to go 
prowling around these woods alone! 
They’re full of Boche! We've been at 
it for the last few days, and we know!” 

“Bah!” replied the colonel. 

“Whisht!” said Droghan, “a soldier 
has great hardship! Well, now, why 
shouldn’t a braw lad like meself have 
this fine rifle now?” 

He picked up a rifle from the ground, 
carefully pulled open the bolt a half inch 
or so to assure himself it was loaded, 
then pointing the long bayonet at the 
prisoner he waved it menacingly. 

“Ye'’d turn me in for brutality to a 
prisoner, would ye?” he inquired. “The 
devil is in it if I won’t give ye good 
reason!” 

The German eyed Droghan with some 
apprehension. He undoubtedly remem. 
bered Cat-Pie loose among the enemy the 
day before, wielding his shovel. 

“Leave him alone, Droghan!”’ said 
O’Nail. “If he gets mad he'll take that 
gun away from you and spank you with 
it!” 

“Gee, are there more of those rifles 
around?” demanded Gordon. “I haven't 
seen one since the good old days at Up- 
ton, but if we’re going to spend much 
time on this snipe-hunting expedition I'd 
better have one!” 

“There’s plenty!” said Droghan. “Sure 
I can see one from here. Go get it. I'll 
watch little Hans for ye.” 

O’Nail and Gordon both plunged into 
the bushes in the direction Droghan had 
indicated. They very promptly plunged 
out again, looking quite disturbed and 
white about the gills. 

“Jesus!” said O’Nail. 

“Ummm!” agreed Gordon. “Man! It 
upsets me to see a stiff! I wouldn’t go 
near one for all the rifles that ever came 
out of Springfield and Enfield put to- 
gether!” 

The little party had paused, however, 
while O’Nail and Gordon explored the 
bushes for rifles and the colonel peered 
uncertainly ahead into the tangle of 
underbrush. 

“Hey!” shouted someone behind them 
again. 

No one paid any attention until the 
shout was repeated, when they turned. 
The captain was hurrying toward them, 
accompanied by the rough sergeant. 

“Wait just a second, will you, Colonel? 
I want to talk to you!” panted the cap- 
tain. “Say, listen here a minute, will 
you?” 

“Well, what?” 

“Do you really intend to take these 
men and this prisoner and go cutting 
across country ?” 

“Certainly. I don’t see any enemy 
here, or any Americans either. I’ve been 
walking around these woods now for two 
days and haven’t come to any harm yet!” 

“You want to see some Boche?” cried 
the captain. “Well, I'll show you! Keep 
down now! Crawl on your belly! If 
they see us we’re finished, mind you!” 

They all lay down and, following the 
captain, crawled forward very cautiously 
to the edge of the woods. They could 
see from there a wide field that stretched 
uphill six hundred yards or so to a wood- 
crowned summit. From this summit 


came the intermittent sound of uneasy 
machine guns. 

“There they are!” whispered the cap- 
tain, as though the enemy might hear 
him. 
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“I can’t see them!” replied the colonel. 

“Why, of course you can’t see them!” 
the captain replied. “They don’t stand 
up and run around! But that’s where 
they are. In those woods! I’m supposed 
to attack that place in five minutes. 
There was an order containing the words 
folling barrage,’ ‘supporting troops,’ 
Jiaison with flank units,’ ‘air coopera- 
tion.’ That’s about all I saw, because it 
was dark, except the time to start. Now 
here we are, with no support, no sign of 
any flank units, no sign of any barrage. 
I'm damned if I want to tackle that hill 
across six hundred yards of open alone!” 

“There’s smoke off to the left,” sug- 
gested the sergeant. “Would that be 
the barrage?” 

“Probably. It’s falling off there in the 
woods everywhere the Boche ain’t! It 
being a moderately clear day all the bal- 
loons are down so the Boche won’t come 
over and ruin them!” 

He studied that inhospitable-looking 
hill through his field glasses, muttering 
to himself. 

“May I have those glasses a second, 
Captain?” asked the colonel. 

He took them and swung them to the 
right. There was another hill there— 
rather, the end of a ridge. The captain 
continued to look to the front and mutter 
to the sergeant beside him. Gordon 
seized the moment to crawl to one side, 
secure a rifle he had seen there, and in- 
spect a combat pack beside it. The pack 
had been inspected by somebody else and 
was empty, but Gordon unhooked the am- 
munition belt and put it on. 

“That hill to the right is unoccupied!” 
said the colonel suddenly. “I’ve been 
watching it carefully. It’s bare of cover, 
you see, and there’s a little path up the 
side of it. There’s not a trace of move- 
ment on it! I tell you it’s unoccupied.” 

“To hell with that hill,” said the cap- 
tain. “I’ve got troubles enough in my 
own sector.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That hill is outside the division 
boundary. That’s somebody else’s fun- 
eral to take.” 

“But there’s nobody on it!” cried the 
colonel. 

“Oh, some fools have all the luck! 
Give me those glasses!” 

“Well, I’m going that way!” said the 
colonel decisively. “That will be so 
much of an advance, and I’ve got to get 
moving, too, if I’m ever going to find 
Lieutenant Tappen.” 

“Good-bye,” answered the captain. 
“Just tell them that you saw me,’ said 
he, ‘they’ll know the rest!’ Remember 
that song? Come on, Sergeant, let’s 
see what the other side looks like.” 

The two retreated slowly, then, well 
within the woods, got away and went 
back toward their own men. 

_ The colonel, leading his followers, went 
in the opposite direction. They went on, 
stepping over vines, ducking low-lying 
branches that showered them with water 
when moved aside, advancing farther and 
farther into the woods. 

The sound of the machine guns on the 
hill grew fainter. They halted once, 
frozen in constrained attitudes while a 
Plane roared overhead. It was flying 
low, a German, evidently looking for 
Signs of troops in the woods, but they 
could not have been seen, for it roared 
by and it did not return. 
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ASSIGNMENT, PROMOTION, TRANSFER. 

LEAVE, PAY, ALLOWANCES. 

FINANCES. Information on insurance and death provisions. 

CUSTOMS OF THE SERVICE—Military Ccurtesies—Honors. 
GARRISON AND FIELD SERVICE. Specific duties of company and staff officers. 
FOREIGN SERVICE. 

THE NATIONAL GUARD. 

ORGANIZED RESERVES, R. 0. T. C. & C. M. T. C. 
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States.” 
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